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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE tranflator thinks it neceflary to make the public acquainted

with the motives which induced him to depart from his pro-

pofals concerning the Originals. Some men of genius, whom he has

the honour to number amrng his friends, advifed him to publifh

propofals for printing by fubfcription the whole Originals, as a better

way of fatisfying the public concerning the authenticity of the

poems, than depofiting manufcript copies in any public library. This

he did; but no fubfcribers appearing, he takes it for the judgment

of the public that neither the one or the other is neceffary. How-
ever, there is a defign on foot to print the Originals, as foon as the

tranflator fliall have time to tranfcribe them for the prefs ; and if this

publication fhall not take place, copies will then be depofited in one

of the public libraries, to prevent fo ancient a monument of genius

from being loft.

The tranflator thanks the public for the more than ordinary en-

couragement given him, for executing this work. The number of

his fubfcribers does him honour. He could have prefented to the

public the firft names in the nation ; but, though more have come

to his hands, than have appeared before the works of authors of

eftablifhed reputation, yet many more have fubfcribed ; and he

chufes to print none at all rather than an imperfedl lift. Deeply

fenfible of the generofity of a certain noble perfon, the tranflator yet

avoids to name him, as his exalted ftation as well as merit has raifed

him above the panegyric of one fo little known.
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R E F A G E.

TH E love of novelty, which, in feme degree, is common

to all mankind, is more particularly the charaderiftic of

that mediocrity of parts, which diftinguifhes more than one half

of the human fpecies. This inconftant difpofition is never more

confpicuous, than in what regards the article of amufement. We

change our fentiments concerning it every moment, and the dif-

tance between our admiration and extreme contempt, is fo very

fmall, that the one is almoft a fure prefage of the other. The

poets, whofe bufmefs it is to pleafe, if they want to preferve the

fame they have once acquired, muft very often forfeit their own

judgments to this variable temper of the bulk of their readers, and

accommodate their writings to this unfettled tafle. A fame fo

fluftuating deferves not to be much valued.

Poetry, like virtue, receives its reward after death. The fame

which men purfued in vain, when living, is often beftowed upon

them when they are not fenfible of it. This negleft of living

authors is not altogether to be attributed to that reluftance which

men fliew in praifing and rewarding genius. It often happens, that

the
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the man ^Tho writes differs greatly from the fame man in common

life. His foibles, however, are obliterated by ieath, and his better

part, his writings, remain : his charafter is formed from them, and

he that was no extraordinary man in his own time, becomes the

wonder of fucceeding ages.—From this fource proceed-, our vene-

ration for the dead. Their virtues remain, but the vices, which

were once blended with their virtues, have died with themfelv=s.

This confideration might induce a man, diffident of his abilities,

to afcribe his own compofitions to a perfon, whofe remote antiquity

and whofe fituation, when alive, might well anfwer for fiults which

would be inexcufable in a writer of this age. An ingenious gentle-

man made this obfervation, before he knew any thing but the

name of the epic poem, which is printed in the following collecStion.

When he had read it, his fentiments were changed. He found it

abounded too much with thofe ideas, that only belong to the moil

early ftate of fociety, to be the work of a modern poet. Of this, I

am perfuaded, the public will be as thoroughly convinced, as this

gentleman was, when they fliall fee the poems ; and that fome will

think, notwithftanding the difadvantages v.'ith- which the works afcrib-

ed to Offian appear, it would be a very uncommon iaftance of felf-

denial in me to difown them, were they really of my compofition,

I WOULD not have dwelt fo long upon this fubjedt, efpecially as

I have anfwered all reafonable objedtions to the genuinenefs of the

poems in the DifTertation, were it not on account of the prej,udices

of the prefent age againfc the ancient inhabitants of Britain, who are

thought to have been incapable of the generous fentiments to be

met with in the poems of Offian.—If Ave err in praifing too much
the times of our forefathers, it is alfo as repugnant to good fenfe,

to
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to be altogether blind to the imperfedtions of our own. If our fa-

thers had not fo much wealth, they had certainly fewer vices than

the prefent age. Their tables, it is true, were not fo well provide.!,

neither were their beds fo foft as thofe of modern times'; and this, in

(he eyes of men who place their ultimate happinefs in thofe conve-

niences of life, gives us a great advantage over them. I {hall not enter

farther into this fubjedl, but only obferve, that the general poverty of

a nation has not the fame influence, that the indigence of indivi-

duals, in an opulent country, has, upon the manners of the com-

munity. The idea of meannefs, wliich is now conned:ed with a

narrow fortune, had its rife after commerce had thrown too niuch

property into the hands of a few ; for the poorer fort, imitating the

vices of the rich, were obliged to have recourfe to roguery and cir-

cunivention, in order to fupply their extravagance, lb that they

were, not without reafon, reckoned, in more than one fenfe, the

woril of the people.

It is now two years fince the firft tranflations from the Galic

language were handed about among people of tafte in Scotland.

They became at laft fo much corrupted, through the carelefsnefs of

tranfcribers, that, for my own fake, I was obliged to print the cre-

nuine copies. Some other pieces were added, to fwell the pubhca-

tion into a pamphlet, which was entitled. Fragments of Ancient

Poetry.—The Fragments, upon their firfl appearance, were fo much
approved of, that feveral people of rank, as well as taflc, prevailed

with me to make a journey into the Highlands and weftern illes, in

order to recover what remained of the.works of the old bards, efpc-

cially thofe of Ollian, the fon of Fingal, who was the befl:, as well

as moil ancient, of thofe who are celebrated in tradition for their

poetical genius. 1 undertook this journey, more from a defnc

[ a
]
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of complying with the requefl: of my friends, than from any hopes

I had of anfwering their expeftations. I was not unfucefsful, con-

fiderir.g how much the compofitions of ancient times have bee«

negle»fled, for fome time paft, in the north of Scotland. Seve-

ral gentlemen in the Highlands and ifles generoufly gave me all

the alTiftance in their power ; and it was by their means I was en-

abled to compleat the epic poem. HoV far it comes up to the

rules of the.epopa^a, is the province of criticifm to examine. It

is only my bufinefs to lay it before the reader, as I have found it.

As it is one of the chief beauties of compofition, to be well un-

derflood, I fliall here give the llory of the poem, to prevent that

obfcurity which the introdutlion of charadlers utterly unknown

might occafion.

Art HO, fupreme king of Ireland, dying at Temora the royal

palace of the Irifli kings, was fucceeded by Cormac, his fon, a minor.

Cuchullin, the fon of Semo, lord of the Ijle of Mijl, one of the

Hebrides, being at that time in Ulller, and very famous for his great

exploits, was, in a convention of the petty kings and heads of tribes

affembled for that purpofe at Temora, unanimoufly chofen guardian

to the young king.—He had not managed the affairs of Cormac long,

when news was brought, that Swaran, the fon of Starno, king of

Lochlin, or Scandinavia, intended to invade Ireland. Cuchullin

immediately difpatched Munan, the fon of Stirmal, an Irifh chief,

to Fingal, king of thofe Caledonians who inhabited the weftern coaft

of Scotland, to implore his aid. Fingal, as well from a principle

of generofity, as from his conne<n:ion with the royal family of Ire-

land, refolved on an expedition into that country ; but before his

-.-.rrival, the enemy had landed in Ulfcer. Cuchullin in the mean

time had gathered the flower of the Irilh tribes to Tura, a caflle of

Ulfter,

I
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Ulfter, and difpatchcd fcouts along the coaft, to give the moft early

intelligence of the enemy. Such is the iituation of affairs, when

the poem opens.

CucHULLiN, fitting alone beneath a tree, at the gate of Tura, ^""-3- ^' ^*

for the other chiefs had gone on a hunting party to Cromla, a

neighbouring hill, is informed of Swaran's landing by Moran, the

fon of Fithil, one of his fcouts. He convenes the chiefs ; a council

is held, and difputes run high about giving battle to the enemy.

Connal, the petty king of Togorma, and an intimate friend of

Cuchullin, was for retreating till Fingal fliould arrive j but Calmar,

the fon of Matha, lord of Lara, a country in Connaught, was for

engaging the enemy immediately.—Cuchullin, of himfelf willing to

fight, went into the opinion of Calmar. Marching towards the

enemy, he miffed three of his braveft heroes, Fergus, Duchomar,

and Caithbat. Fergus arriving, tells Cuchullin of the death of the

two other chiefs ; which introduces the affefting epifode of Morna,

the daughter of Cormac—The army of Cuchullin is defcried at a

diftance by Swaran, who fent the fon of Arno to obferve the mo-"

tions of the enemy, while he himfelf ranged his forces in order

of battle. The fon of Arno returning to Swaran, defcribes to

him Cuchullin's chariot, and the terrible appearance of that hero.

The armies engage, but night coming on, leaves the vidlory unde-

cided. Cuchullin, according to the hofpitality of the times, fends

to Swaran a formal invitation to a feaft, by his bard Carril, the fon

of Kinfena.'—Swaran refufes to come. Carril relates to CuchuUia

the ftory of Grudar and Braffolis. A party, by Connal's advice, is

fent to obferve the enemy ; which clofes the adtion of the

firft day.

[ a 2 ] The
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g. II. Tut. ghofl: of Crngal, one of the Irifh heroes who was killed in

battle, appearing to Connal, foretels the defeat of Cuchullin in the

next battle; and earneftly advifes him to make peace with Swaran.

Connal communicates the villon ; but Cuchullin is inflexible from a

principle of honour that he would not be the firft to fiie for peace,

and refolved to continue the war. Morning comes ; Swaran pro-

pofes difhonourable terms to Cuchullin, which are rejected. The

hattls begins, and is obllinately fought for fome time, until, upon

the flight of Grumal, the whole Irifli army gave way. Cuchullin

and Connal cover their retreat : Carril leads theni to a neighbouring

hill, whither they are foon followed by Cuchullin himfelf, who

defcries the fleet of Fingal making towards the coaft ; but, night

coming on, he loft fight of it again. Cuchullin, dejecfled after his de-

feat, attributes his ill fuccefs to the death of Ferda his friend, vrhom

he had killed fome time before. Carril, to fliew that ill fuccefs did

not always attend thofe who innocently killed their friends, intro-

duces the epifode of Comal and Galvina.

E III.
Cuchullin, pleafed with Carril's flory, infifts with him for more

of his fongs. The bard relates the acTtions of Fingal in Lochlin, and

death of Agandecca the beautiful fifter of Swaran. He had fcarce

finiHied when Calmar the fon of Matha, who had advifed the firft

battle, came wounded from the field, and told them of Svvaran's defign

to f'jrprife the remains of the Irifh army. He himfelf propofes to

witbftand fingly the whole force of the enemy, in a narrow pafs, till

the Irifh fhould make good their retreat. Cuchullin, touched with the

gallant propofal of Calmar, refolves to accompany him, and orders

Carril to carry off the few that remained of the Irifh. Morning

comes, Calmar dies of his wounds ; and, the fliips of the Caledo-

.tiians appearing, Swaran gives over the purfuit of the Irifli, and re-

turns
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turns to oppofe Fingal's landing. Cuchullin artiamed, after his de-

feat, to appear before Fingal, retires to the cave of Tura. Fingal

engages the enemy, puts them to flight; but the coming on of

night makes the vi6lory not decifive. The king, who had obferved

the gallant behaviour of his grandfon Ofcar, gives him advices con-

cerning his condudl in peace and war. He recommends to him to

place the example of his fathers before his eyes, as the befl model

for his condudl ; which introduces the epifode concerning Fainasol-

lis, the daughter of the king of Craca, whom Fingal had taken un-

der his protedlion, in his youth. Fillan and Ofcar are difpatched

to obferve the motions of the enemy by night ; Gaul the fon of

Morni defires the command of the army, in the next battle

;

which Fingal promifes to give him. The fong of the bards clofes

the third day.

The adion of the poem being fufpended by night, Offian takes that p jy^

opportunity to relate his own adlions at the lake of Lego, and his

courtfhip of Evirallin, who was the mother of Ofcar, and had died

fome time before the expedition of Fingal into Ireland. Her ghoft

appears to him, and tells him that Ofcar, who had been fent, the

beginning of the night, to obferve the enemy, was engaged with

^n advanced party, and almoft overpowered. Oflian relieves his

fon ; and an alarm is given to Fingal of the approach of Swaran.

The king rifes, calls his army together, and, as he had promifed

the preceding night, devolves the command on Gaul the fon of

Morni, while he himfelf, after charging his fons to behave gallantly

and defend his people, retires to a hill, from whence he could have

a view of the battle. The battle joins j the poet relates Ofcar's

great adions. But when Ofcar, in conjundlion with his father, con-

quered in one wing, Gaul, who was attacked by Swaran in perfon,

3 was
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was on the point of retreating in the other. Fingal fends Ullin his

bard to encourage him with a war fong, but notwithftanding Swaran

prevails ; and Gaul and his army are obliged to give way. Fingal,

defcending from the hill, rallies them again : Swaran defifls from the

purfuit, pofleffes himfelf of a rifmg ground, reflores the ranks, and

waits the approach of Fingal. The king, having encouraged his

men, gives the neceflary orders, and renews the battle. CuchuUin,

who, with his friend Connal, and Carril his bard, had retired to

the cave of Tura, hearing the noife, came to the brow of the hill,

which overlooked the field of battle, where he faw Fingal engaged

with the enemy. He, being hindered by Connal from joining Fin-

gal, who was himfelf upon the point of obtaining a complete vic-

torv, fends Carril to congratulate that hero on his fuccefs.

B, V. In the mean time Fingal and Swaran meet ; the combat is de-

fcribed : Swaran is overcome, bound and delivered over as a prifoner

to the care of Offian and Gaul the fon of Morni ; Fingal, his younger

fons, and Ofcar, flill purfue the enerriy. The epifode of Orla a

chief of Lochlin, who was mortally wounded in the battle, is in-

troduced. Fingal, touched with the death of Orla, orders the

purfuit to be difcontinued ; and calling his fons together, he is in-

formed that Ryno, the youngeft of them, was killed. He laments

his death, hears the llory of Lamdarg and GelcholTa, and returns

towards the place where he had left Swaran. Carril, who had been

fent by CuchuUin to congratulate Fingal on his vidlory, comes in the

mean time to Offian. The converfation of the two poets clofcs the

aftion of the fourth day.

g Yj Night com.es on. Fingal gives a feaft to his army, at which

Swaran is prefent. The king commands Ullin his bard to give the
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Jong ofpeace; a cuflom always oblerved at the end of a war. Ullin

relates the acflions of Trcnmor, great grandfather to Fingal, in Scan-

dinavia, and his marriage with Inibaca, the daughter of a king of

Lochh'n who was anceftor to Swaran ; whicli conlideration, toge-

ther with his being brother to Agandecca, with whom Fingal was

in love in his youth, induced the king to releafe him, and permit

him to return, with the remains of his army, into Lochlin, upon

his promife of never returning to Ireland, in a hoitile manner. The
night is fpent in fettling Swaran's departure, in fongs of bards, and

in a converfition in which the ftory of Grumal is introduced by

Fingal. Morning comes. Swaran departs ; Fingal goes on a hunt-

ing party, and finding Cuchullin in the cave of Tura, comforts him,

and fets fail, the next day, for Scotland ; which concludes the poem.

The flory of this poem is fo little interlarded with fable, that

one cannot help thinking it the genuine hiftory of Fingal's expedi-

tion, embelliflied by poetry. In that cafe, the compofitions of Of-

fian are not lefs valuable for the light they throw on the ancient

ftate of Scotland and Ireland than they are for their poetical merit.

Succeeding generations founded on them all their traditions con-

cerning that period j and they magnified or varied them, in propor-

tion as they were fwayed by credulity or defign. The bards of

Ireland, by afcribing to Offian compofitions which are evidently

their own, have occafioned a general belief, in that country, that

Fingal was of Irilh extradlion, and not of the ancient Caledonians,

as is faid in the genuine poems of Offian. The inconfillencies be-

tween thofe fpurious pieces prove the ignorance of their authors. Li

one of them Offian is made to mention himfelf as baptifed by St.

Patrick, in another he fpeaks of the famous crufade, which was not

begun in Europe for many centuries after.

Though
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Though this anachronilm quite deftroys the authority of the

bards with refped to Fingal ; yet their defire to make him their

countryman fhews how famous he was in Ireland as well as in the

north of Scotland.

Had the Senachles of Ireland been as well acquainted with the

antiquities of their nation as they pretended, they might derive as

much honour from Fingal's being a Caledonian, as if he had been

an Irifliman; for both nations were almoft the fame people in the

days of that hero. The Celta?, who inhabited Britain and Ireland

before the invafion of the Romans, though they were divided into

numerous tribes, vet, as the fame language and cuftoms, and the me-

mory of their common origin remained among them, they coniidered

themfelves as one nation. After South Britain became a province of

Rome, and its inhabitants begun to adopt the language and cuftoms

of their conquerors, the Celtas beyond the pale of the empire, con-

iidered them as a diftind people, and confequently treated them as

enemies. On the other hand, the ftrideft amity fubfifted between

the Irilb and Scots Celts for many ages, and the cuftoms and an-

cient language of both ftill remaining, leave no room to doubt that

they were of old one and the l\\me nation.

It was at firft intended to prefix to Oftian's poems a difcourfe con-

cerning the ancient inhabitants of Britain ; but as a gentleman, in

the north of Scotland, who has thoroughly examined the antiquities

of this ifland, and is perfedly acquainted with all the branches of the

Celtic tongue, is juft now preparing for the prefs a work on that

fubjedl, the curious are referred to it.



DISSERTATION
CONCERNING THE

ANTIQUITY, &>€. of the POEMS of

OSS IAN the Son of F I N G A L.

INQUIRIES into the antiquities of nations afford more pleafurc

than any real advantage to mankind. The ingenious mayibrm
fyftems of hiflory on probabilities and a few fadls ; but at a great

diftance of time, their accounts mufl be vague and uncertain. The
infancy of ftates and kingdoms is as deftitute of great events, as of

the means of tranfmitting them to pofierity. The arts of poliflied

hfe, by which alone fads can be preferved with certainty, are the

produdion of a well formed community. It is then hiflorians begin

to write, and public tranfadlions to be worthy remembrance. The
aftions of former times are left in obfcurity, or magnified by uncer-

tain traditions. Hence it is that we find fo much of the marvellous

in the origin of every nation ; pofterity being always ready to believe

any thing, however fabulous, that refiedls honour on their anccilors.

The Greeks and Romans were remarkable for this weaknefs. They
fwallowed the moft abfurd fables concerning the high antiquities of

their refpedive nations. Good hillorians, however, rofe veiy early

a amongfl
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amongft them, and tranfmitted, with luflre, their great adlions to

pofterity. It is to them that they owe that unrivalled fame they

now en)ov, while the great adions of other nations are involved in

fables, or loft in obfcurity. The Celtic nations afford a ftriking in-

ftance of this kind. They, though once the mafters of Europe
rmi. !. 6, fj.Qj^ ^i^g mouth of the river Oby, in Rnffia, to Cape Finiftere, the

weftern point of Gallicia in Spain, are very little mentioned inhi-

ftory. They trufted their fame to tradition and the fongs of their

bards, which, by the viciffitude of human affairs, are long fince loft.

Their ancient language is the only monument that remains of them ;

and the traces of it being found in places fo widely diftant of

each other, ferves only to fliew the extent of their ancient power,

but throws very little light on their hiftory.

Of all the Celtic nations, that which poffeffed old Gaul is the

moft renowned J not perhaps on account of worth fuperior to the

reft, but for their wars with a people who had hiftorians to tranf-

mit the fame of their enemies, as well as their own, to pofterity.

Csef. 1. 5. Britain was firft peopled by them, according to the teftimony of the

J. I.e. 2. heft authors ; its fituation in refpedt to Gaul makes the opinion pro-

bable ; but what puts it beyond all difpute, is that the fame cu-

P
•

J.

, ftoms and language prevailed among the inhabitants of both in the

Tacitus. days of Julius Csfar.

The colony from Gaul poffeffed themfelves, at firft, of that part

of Britain which was next to their own country ; and fpreading

northward, by degrees, as they increafed in numbers, peopled the

whole ifland. Some adventurers paffing over from thofe parts of

Britain that are within fight of Ireland, were the founders of the

Irifti nation : which is a more probable ftory than the idle fables of

Dio.Sic.1.5. Milefian and Gallician colonies. Diodorus Siculus mentions it as a

2. thing
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thing well known in his time, that the inhabitants of Ireland were

originally Britons j and his teftimony is unqueflionable, when we

confider that, for many ages, the language and cuftoms of both na-

tions were the fame.

Tacitus was of opinion that the ancient Caledonians were of

German extradl. By the language and cuftoms which always pre-

vailed in the North of Scotland, and which are undoubtedly Celtic,

one would be tempted to difter in opinion from that celebrated wri-

ter. The Germans, properly fo called, were not the fame with the

ancient Celtae, The manners and cuftoms of the two nations were

fim.ilar ; but their language different. The Germans are the ge- Strabo 1. f.

nuine defcendants of the ancient Daas, afterwards well known by

the name of Daci, and paffed originally into Europe by the way of

the northern countries, and fettled beyond tlie Danube, towards the

vaft regions of Tranftlvania, Wallachia, and Moldavia ; and from

thence advanced by degrees into Germany. The Celtas, it is cer- Cxi 1. 6.

tain, fent many Colonies into that country, all of whom retained their t^'*'" \^'

own laws, language, and cuftoms; and it is of them, if any colonies mor- Germ,

came from Germany into Scotland, that the ancient Caledonians

were defcended.

But whether the Caledonians were a colony of the Celtic Ger-

mans, or the fame with the Gauls that firft pofleffed themfelves of

Britain, is a matter of n-o moment at this diftance of time. What-

ever their origin was, we find them very numerous in the time of

Julius Agricola, which is a prefumption that they were long before

fettled in the country. The form of their government was a mix-

ture of ariftocracy and monarchy, as it was in all the countries where

the Druids bore the chief fway. This order of men feems to have

been formed on the iame fyftem with the Dadlyli Id:ri and Curetes

3 9. of
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of the ancients. Their pretended intercourfe with heaven, their

magic and divination were the fame. The knowledge of the Druids

in natural caufes, and the properties of certain things, the fruit of

the experiments of ages gained them a mighty reputation among the

people. The efteem of the populace foon increafed into a venera-

tion for the order ; which a cunning and ambitious tribe of men

took care to improve, to fuch a degree, that they, in a manner, in-

grolfed the management of civil, as well as religious, matters. It is

generally allowed that they did not abufe this extraordinary power j

the preferving their charadler of fanftity was fo eflcntial to their in-

fluence, that they never broke out into violence or oppreflion. The

chiefs were allowed to execute the laws, but the legiflative power

Cxf. 1. 6. was entirely in the hands of the Druids. It was by their authority

that the tribes were united, in times of the greateft danger, under one

Fer-gu- head. This temporary king, or Vergobretus, was chofen by them,

mantoiud''e
"^^^ generally laid down his office at the end of the war. Thefe

priefts enjoyed long this extraordinary privilege among the Celtic

nations who lay beyond the pale of the Roman empire. It was in

the beginning of the fecond century that their power among the Ca-

ledonians begun to decline. The poems that celebrate Trathal and

Cormac, anceflors to Fingal, are full of particulars concerning the

fall of the Druids, vvhich account for the total filcnce concerning

their religion in the poems that are now given to the public.

The continual wars of the Caledonians againft the Romans hin-

dered the nobility from initiating themfelves, as the cuftom for-

merly was, into the order of the Druids. The precepts of their

religion were confined to a few, and were not much attended to by a

people inured to war. Tke Vergobretus, or chief magiftrate, was

chofen without the concurrence of the hierarchy, or continued in

liis o|hce againft their will. Continual power ilrengtheneJ his in-

tereft
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tereft among the tribe?, and enabled hhn to fend down, as heredi-

tary to his pofterity, the office he had only received himfelf

by election.

On occafion of a new war againll the King of tbe World, as the

poems emphatically call the Roman emperor, the Druids, to vindi-

cate the honour of the order, began to refume their ancient privi-

lege of chuling the Vergobretus. Garmal, the fon of Tarno, being

deputed by them, came to the grandfather of the celebrated Fingal,

who was then Vergobretus, and commanded him, in the name of

the whole order, to lay down his office. Upon his refufal, a civil

war commenced, which foon ended in almoft the total extinction of

the religious order of the Druids. A few that remained, retired to

the dark receffes of their groves, and the caves they had formerly

ufed for their meditations. It is then we find them in the circle of

jiones, and unheeded by the world. A total difregard for the order,

and utter abhorrence of the Druidical rites enfued. Under this

cloud of public hate, all that had any knowledge of the religion of

the Druids became extindl, and the nation fell into the laft degree

of ignorance of their rites and ceremonies.

I T is no matter of wonder then, that Fingal and his fon Offian make

fo little, if any, mention of the Druids, who were the declared enemies

to their fucceffion in the fupreme magiftracy. It is a lingular cafe,

it mufk be allowed, that there are no traces of religion in the poem-Sr

afcribed to OlTian ; as the poetical compofitions of other nations are

fo clofely connected with their mythology. It is hard to account

for it to thofe who are not made acquainted with the manner of the

old Scottifh bards. That race of men carried their notions of mar-

tial honour to an extravagant pitch. Any aid given their heroes in

battle, was thought to derogate from their fame i and the bards

imme-
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immediately transferred the glory of the aftion to him who had

given that aid.

Had Offian brought down gods, as often as Homer hath done, to

affift his heroes, this poem had not confifted of elogiums on his

friends, but of hymns to thefe fuperior beings. To this day, thofe

that write in the Galic language feldom mention religion in tlieir

profane poetry ; and when they profefledly write of religion, they

never interlard with their compofitions, the adlions of their heroes.

This cuftom alone, even though the religion of the Druids had not

been previoufly extinguiflied, may, in fome meafure, account for

OiHan's filence concerning the religion of his own times.

To fay, that a nation is void of all religion, is the fame thing

as to fay, that it does not confift of people endued with reafon.

The traditions of their fathers, and their own obfervations on the

works of nature, together with that fuperftition vvliich is inherent

in the human frame, have, in all ages, raifed in the minds of men

fome idea of a fuperior being.—Hence it is, that in the darkeft

times, and amongO: the moll: barbarous nations, the very populace

themfelves had fome faint notion, at leaft, of a divinity. It would

be doing injuftice to Offian, who, upon no occalion, fliews a narrow

mind, to think, that he had not opened his conceptions to that

primitive and greateft of all truths. But let Ofiian's religion be

what it will, it is certain he had no knowledge of Chriftianity, as

there is not the leaft allulion to it, or any of its rites, in liis poems

;

which abfolutely fixes him to an asra prior to the introduftion of

that religion. The perfecution begun by Dioclelian, in the year

•^o^, is the moft probable time in which the firft dawning of Chri-

llianity in the north of Britain can be fixed.—The humane and

mild charadler of Conflantius Chlorus, who commanded then in

Britain,
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Britain, induced the perfecuted Chrilllans to take refuge under him.

Some of thein, through a zeal to propagate their tenets, or througa

fear, went beyond the pale of the Roman empire, and fettled among

the Caledonians ; \vho were the more ready to hearken to their

dodrines, as the religion of the Druids had been exploded fo long-

before.

These milTionaries, either through choice, or to give more

weight to the dodlrine they advanced, took pofTeflion of the cells

and groves of the Druids ; and it was from, this retired life they had

the name of Culdees, which in the language of the country fignified Culdich.

Jequejicred perfons. It was with one of the Culdees that Oi3ian, in

his extreme old age, is laid to have difputed concerning the Chriftian

religion. This difpute is ftill extant, and is couched in verfe, ac-

cording to the cuflom of the times. The extreme ignorance on the

part of Offian, of the Chriftian tenets, fliews, that tlaat religion

had only been lately introduced, as it is not eaU' to conceive, how
one of the firll rank could be totally unacquainted with a religion

that had been known for any time in the country. The dif-

pute bears the genuine marks of antiquity. The obfolete phrafes

and expreffions peculiar to the times, prove it to be no forgery. If

Offian then lived at the introduftion of Chriftianity, as by all ap-

pearance he did, his epoch will be the latter end of the third, and

beginning of the fourth century. What puts this point beyond dif-

pute, is the allufion in his poems to the hiftory of tlie times.

The exploits of Fingal againft Caracul, the fon of the King ^/'^/^t'Carac'huil

World, are among the firll: brave aftions of his youth. A compJete
'^'"''^ ' '^''''

poem, which relates to this fubje(51:, is printed in this colledion.

In
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In the year 2 10 the emperor Severus, after returning from his ex-

peditions againft the Caledonians, at York fell into the tedious ill-

iiefs of wliicli he afterwards died. The Caledonians and Maiata?,

refuming courage from his indifpofition, took arms in order to re-

cover the polfeffions they had loll. The enraged emperor com-

manded his army to march into their country, and to deftroy it with

fire and fword. His orders were but ill executed, for his fon, Ca-

racalla, was at the head of the army, and his thoughts were entirely

taken up with the hopes of his father's death, and with fchemes to

fupplant his brother Geta.—He fcarcely had entered the enemy's

country, when news was brought him that Severus was dead.—

A

fudden peace is patched up with the Caledonians, and, as it appears

from Dion Caffius, the country they had loll: to Severus was re-

fiiored to them.

The Caracul of Fingal is no other than Caracalla, who, as the

fon of Severus, the Emperor of Rome, whofe dominions were ex-

tended almoft over the known world, was not without reafon called

in the poems of Offian, the Son of the King of the World. The

fpace of time between 211, the year Severus died, and the begin-

ning of the fourth century, is not fo great, but OfTian the fon of

Fingal, might have feen the Chrirtians whom the perfe; "tion under

Dioclefian had driven beyond the pale of the Roman e-:pire.

OssiANjinone of his many lamentations on thedc.uh of his beloved

fon Ofcar, mentions among his great adions, a batde which he fought

Car-avon, againft Caros, king of fliips, on the banko of' the winding Carun.

wr
"^ '^'"

^^ ^^ more than probable, that the Caros mentioned here, is the fime

with the noted ufurper Caraufius, who alTumed the purple in the

year 287, and feizing on Britain, defeated the emperor M;ximian

Herculius, in feveral naval engagenaents, which gives propriety to

his
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his being called in Offian's poems, the King of Ships. The iioinding

Cartin is that fmall river retaining flill the name of Carron, and runs

in the neighbourhood of Agricola's wall, which Caraufius repaired

to obftruft the incurfions of the Caledonians. Several other parages

in the poems allude to the wars of the Romans ; but the two juft

mentioned clearly fix the epoch of Fingal to the third century J

and this account agrees exadly with the Irifh hiftories, which place

the death of Fingal, the fon of Comhal, in the year 283, and that

of Ofcar and their own celebrated Cairbre, in the year 296.

Some people may imagine, that the allufions to the Roman hif-

tory might have been induftrioufly inferted into the poems, to give

them the appearance of antiquity. This fraud mufl: then have been

committed at leaft three ages ago, as the paflages in which the

allufions are made, are alluded to often in tlie compofitions of

thofe times.

Every one knows what a cloud of ignorance and barbarifm

overfpread the north of Europe three hundred years ago. The

minds of men, addidted to fuperftition, contradled a narrownefs that

deftroyed genius. Accordingly we find the compofitions of thofe

times trivial and puerile to the laft degree. But let it be allowed,

that, amidft all the untoward circumftances of the age, a genius

might arife, it is not eafy to determine what could induce him to give

the honour of his compofitions to an age fo remote. We find no

fadl that he has advanced, to favour any defigns which could be

entertained by any man who lived in the fifteenth century. But

fliould we fuppofe a poet, through humour, or for reafons which

cannot be feen at this diftance of time, would afcribe his own com-

pofitions to Offian, it is next to impoffible, that he could impofc

b upon
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upon his countrymen, when all of them were fo well acquainted

with the traditional poems of their ancellors.

The ftrongeft objeftion to the authenticity of the poems now

given to the public under the name of Oflian, is the improbability

of their being handed down by tradition through fo many centuries.

Ages of barbarifm fome will fay, could not produce poems abound-

ing with the dilinterefted and generous fentiments fo confpicuous ia

the compofitions of Oflian ; and could thefe ages produce them, it

is impoflible but they muft be lofl, or altogether corrupted in a long

{liccefllon of barbarous generations.

These objeftions naturally fuggeft themfelves to men unac-

quainted with the ancient ftate of the northern parts of Britain^

I'he bards, who were an inferior order of the Druids, did not

fliare their bad fortune. They were fpared by the vidlorious king-,,

as it was through their means only he could hope for immortality

to his fame. They attended liim in the camp, and contributed to

eftabhfli his power by their fongs. His great adtions were magni-

fied, and the populace, who had no ability to examine into his cha-

ratter narrowly, were dazzled witli his fame in the rhimes of the

bards. In the mean time, men aflumed fentiments that are rarely

to be met with in an age of barbarifm. The bards who were

originally the difciples of the Druids, had their minds opened, and.

their ideas enlarged, by being initiated in the learning of that

celebrated order. They could form a perfedt hero in their own.

minds, and afcribe that charadler to their prince. The inferior

chiefs made this ideal characfler the model of their condudl, and

by degrees brought their minds to that generous fpirit which

breathes in all the poetry of the times. The prince, flattered by

his
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his bards, and rivalled by his own heroes, who imitated his cha-

radler as delcribed in the eulogies of his poets, endeavoured to

excel his people in merit, as he was above them in ftation. This

emulation continuing, formed at laft the general charader of the

nation, happily compounded of what is noble in barbarity, and

virtuous and generous in a poliflied people.

When virtue in peace, and bravery in war, are the charaiteriftics

of a'nation, their adlions become interefting, and their fame worthy

of immortality. A generous fpirit is warmed with noble aiftions>

and becomes ambitious of perpetuating them. This is the true

fource of that divine infpiration, to which the poets of all ages pre-

tended. When they found their themes inadequate to the- warmtli

of their imaginations, they varnilhed them over with fables, fup-

plied by «heir own fancy, or furniHied by abfurd traditions. Thefe

fabk?, however ridiculous, had their abettors ; pofterity either im-

plicitly believed them, or through a vanity natural to mankind,

pretended that they did. They loved to place the founders of their

families in the days of fable, when poetry, without the fear of

contradidllon, could give what charafters fhe pleafed of her heroes.

It is to this vanity that we owe the prefervation of what remain of

the works of Ofllan. His poetical merit made his heroes famous in

a country where heroifm was much efteemed and admired. The

pofterity of thefe heroes, or thofe who pretended to be defcended

from them, heard with pleafure the eulogiums of their anceftors

;

bards were employed to repeat the poems, and to record the con-

nexion of their patrons with chiefs fo renowned. Every chief in

procefs of time had a bard in his family, and the office became at

laft hereditary. By the fucceffion of thefe bards, the poems con-

cerning the anceftors of the famiiy were handed down from ge-

neration to generation j they were repeated to the whole clan on

b a folemn

XI



xii A DISSERTATION concerning the

folemn occalions, and always alluded to in the new compofitions of

the bards. This cuftom came down near to our own times ; and

after the bards were difcontinued, a great number in a clan retained

by memory, or committed to writing, their compofitions, and fund-

ed the antiquity of their families on the authority of their poems.

The ufe of letters was not known in the North of Europe till long

after the inftitution of the bards : the records of the families of their

patrons, their own, and more ancient poems were handed down by

tradition. Their poetical compofitions were admirably contrived

for that purpofe. They were adapted to mufic ; and the moft per-

fedt harmony obferved. Each verfe was fo connected with thofe

which p.eceded or followed it, that if one line had been remember-

ed in a flanza, it was almoft impoffible to forget the reft. The ca-

dences followed in fo natural a gradation, and the v/ords were fb-

adapted to the common turn of the voice,, after it is raifed to a cer-

tain key, that it was almoft impoffible, from a fimilarity of founds

to fubflitute one word for another. This exxellence is peculiar to the

Celtic tongue, and is perhaps to be met with in no other language.

Nor does this choice of words clog the fenfe or weaken the expref-

fion. The numerous fledtions of confonants, and variation in de-

clenfion, make the language very copious.

The defcendants of the Celtae, who inhabited Britain and its ifles,.

were not fingular in this method of preferving the moft precious

monuments of their nation. The ancient laws of the Greeks were

couched in verfe, and handed down by tradition. The Spartans,

through a long habit, became fo fond of this cuftom, that they

would never allow their laws to be committed to writing. The ac-

tions of great men, and the elogiums of kings and heroes were pre-

ierved in the fame manner. All the hillorical monuments of the

old
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old Germans were comprehended in their ancient fongs ; which Tacitus de

were either hymns to their gods, or elegies in praife of their he-
'"^'' ^'"^

roes, and were intended to perpetuate the great events in their na-

tion which were carefully interwoven them. This fpecies of com- ,, ,, , ,^ /Ibbe de la

pofition was not committed to writing, but delivered by oral tradi- ^'^f'^"' '?^-

tion. The care they took to have the poems taught to their chil-/^G^/^^in»V.

dren, the uninterrupted cuftom of repeating them upon certain oc-

cafions, and the happy meafure of the verfe, ferved to preferve them

for a long time uncorrupted. This oral chronicle of the Germans'

was not forgot in the eighth century, and it probably would have re-

mained to this day, had not learning, which thinks every thin'^-,

that is not committed to writing, fabulous, been introduced. It

was from poetical traditions that GarcillafTo compofed his account of

the Yncas of Peru. The Peruvians had loll; all other monuments

of their hiftory, and it was from ancient poems which his mother,

a princefs of the blood of the Yncas, taught him in his youth, that

he colleded flie materials of his hiftory. If other nations then, that

had been often overun by enemies, and had fent abroad and received

colonies, could, for many ages, preferve, by oral tradition, their

laws and hiftories uncorrupted, it is much more probable that the

ancient Scots, a people lb free of intermixture with foreigners, and

fo ftrongly attached to the memory of their ancellors, had the works-

of their bards handed down with great purity.

It will feem llrange to fome, that poems admired for many cen^

turies in one part of this kingdom Ihould be hitherto unknown in.

the other ; and that the Britifh, who have carefully traced out the

works of genius in other nations, Ihould fo long remain Grangers to

their own. This, in a great meafure, is to be imputed to thofe

who underllccd both languages and never attempted a tranllation.

They, from being acquainted but with detached pieces, or from a.

2 modefty,.
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modefty, which perhaps the prefent tranflatcr ought, in prudence,

to have followed, defpaired of making the compofitions of their

bards agreeable to an Englifli reader. The manner of thofe com-

pofitions is fo different from other poems, and the ideas fo confined

to the moft early ftate of fociety, that it was thought they had not

enough of variety to pleafe a polifhed age.

This was long the opinion of the tranflator of the following col-

lection ; and though he admired the poems, in the original, very

early, and gathered part of them from tradition for his own amufe-

ment, yet he never Had the fmalleft hopes of feeing them in an

EngliQi drefs. He was fenfible that the ftrength and manner of

both languages were very different, and that it was next to impof-

fible to tranflate the Galic poetry into any thing of tolerable Englifh

verfe ; a profe tranflation he could never think of, as it mufl necef-

farily fall fhort of the majefty of an original. It was a gentleman,

who has himfelf made a figure in the poetical world, that gave him

the firft hint concerning a literal profe tranflation. He tried it at

his defire, and the fpecimen was approved. Other gentlemen were

earneft in exhorting him to bring more to the light, and it is to

their uncommon zeal that the world owes the Galic poems, if they

have any merit.

It was at firft intended to make a general colleflion of all the an-

cient pieces of genius to be found in the Galic language ; but the

tranflator had his reafons for confining himfelf to the remains of the

works of Ofiian. The adlion of the poem that ftands the firft, was

not the greateft or moft celebrated of the exploits ofFingal. His

wars were very numerous, and each of them afforded a theme which

employed the genius of his fon. But, excepting the prefent poem, thofe

pieces are irrecoverably loft, and there only remain a few fragments

4 in
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In the hands of the tranflator. Tradition has ftill preferved, in

many places, the ftory of the poems, and many now Hving have

heard them, in their youth, repeated.

The complete work, now printed, would, in a fliort time, have

ihared the fate of the reft. The genius of the highlanders has fuf-

fered a great change within thefe few years. The communication

with the reft of the ifland is open, and the introdudlion of trade and

manufadlures has deftroyed that leifure which was formerly dedicated

to hearing and repeating the poems of ancient times. Many have

now learned to leave their mountains, and feek their fortunes in a

milder climate ; and though a certain amor patrice may fometimes

bring them back, they have, during their abfence, imbibed enough

of foreign manners to defpife the cuftoms of their anceftors. Bards

have been long difufed, and the fpirit of genealogy has greatly fub-

fided. Men begin to be lefs devoted to their chiefs, and confan-

guinity is not fo much regarded When property is eftabliflied, the

human mind confines its views to the pleafure it procures. It does

not go back to antiquity, or look forward to fucceeding ages. The

cares of life increafe, and the adtions of other times no longer amufe.

Hence it is, that the tafte for their ancient poetry is at a low ebb

among the highlanders. They have not, however, thrown off" the

good qualities of their anceftors. Hofpitality ftill fubfifts, and aa

uncommon civility to ftrangers. Friendfhip is inviolable, and re-

venge lefs blindly followed than formerly.

To fay any thing, concerning the poetical merit of the poems,

would be an anticipation on the judgment of the public. The poem

which ftands firft in the colledtion is truly epic. The charad:ers are

ftrongly marked, and the fentiments breathe heroifm. The fubjeft oF

it is an invafion of Ireland by Swaran king of Lochlin, which is die

name
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name of Scandinavia in the Galic language. CuchuUin, general of

the Irifh tribes in the minority of Cormac king of Ireland, upon in-

telligence of the invafion, affembled his forces near Tura, a caftle

on the coaft of Ulller. The poem opens with the landing of Swa-

ran, councils are held, battles fought, and Cuchullin is, at laft,

totally defeated. In the mean time, Fingal, king of Scotland, whofe

aid was follicited before the enemy landed, arrived and expelled

them from the country. This v.'ar, which continued but fix days

and as many nights, is, including the epifodes, the whole ftory of

the poem. The fcene is the heath of Lena near a mountain called

Cromleach in Ulfter.

All that can be faid of the tranllation, is that it is literal, and

that fimplicity is ftudied. The arrangement of the words in the

original is imitated, and the inverfions of the ftyle obferved. As the

tranflator claims no merit from his verlion, he hopes for the indul-

gence of the public where he fails. He withes that the imperfect

femblance he draws, may not prejudice the world againft an origi-

nal, which contains what is beautiful in fimplicity, and grand in

the fublime.

A D V E R



( > )

F I N G A
AN ANCIENT

EPIC POEM-
In SIX BOOKS.

B G O K I.

CUCHULLIN * fat by Tura's wallj by the tree of the ruft-

hng leaf. His fpear leaned againft the mofly rock. His

fhield lay by him on the grafs. As he thought of mighty Car-

* Cuchullin the fon of Semo and grand- fole manager of the war againft Swaran

fon to Caithbat a druid celebrated in tra- king of Lochlin. After a feries of great

dition for his wifdom and valour. Cu- a£lions he was killed in battle fomewherc

chullin when very young married Bragela in Connaught, in the twenty-feventh year

the daughter of Sorglan, and pafling over of his age. He was fo remarkable for his

into Ireland, lived for fometime wiih Con- ftrength, that to defcribe a ftrong man it

nal, grandfon by a daughter to Congal the has pafTed into a proverb, " He has the

petty king of Ulfter. His wifdom and ftrength of Cuchullin." They (hew the re-

valour in a (hort time gained him fuch mains of his palace at Dunfcaich in the

reputation, that in the minority of Cor- Ifle of Skye ; and a ftone to which he

mac the fupreme king of Ireland, he was bound his dog Luath, goes ftill by his

chofen guardian to the young king, and name,

B bar.
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bar *, a hero whom he flew in war ; the fcout -j- of the ocean came

Moran % the fon of Fithil.

Rise, faid the youth, Cuchullin, rlfej I fee the fliips of Swaran-

Cuchulhn, many are the foe : many the heroes of the dark-roll-

ing fea.

MoR AN ! replied the blue-eyed chief, thou ever tremblefl, fon of

Fithil : Thy fears have much increafed the foe. Perhaps it is the

king
II
of the lonely hills coming to aid me on green Ullin's plains.

I SAW their chief, fays Moran, tall as a rock of ice. His fpear

is like that blafted fir. His fliield like the rifing moon 4- He fat

on a rock on the fliore : like a cloud of mift on the filent hill.

Many, chief of men ! I faid, many are our hands of war. Well

* Cairbar or Cairbre fignifies a ftrong

man.

f Cuchullin having previous intelligence

of the Lnvafion intended by Swaran, fent

fcouts all over the coaft of Ullin or Ulfter,

to give early notice of the firft appearance

of the enemy, at the fame time that he

fent Munan the fon of Stirmal to implore

the affiftance of Fingal, He himfelf col-

lefled the flower of the Irifh youth to Tu-

ra, a caftle on the coaft, to ftop the pro-

grcfsof the enemy till Fingal fhould arrive

from Scotland. We may conclude from

Cuchullin's applying fo early for foreign

aid, that the Irifti were not then fo numerous

as they have fince been ; which is a great

prefumption againft the high antiquities of

that people. We have the teftimony of

Tacitus that one legion only was thought

fufficient, in the time of Agricola, to re-

duce the whole ifland under the Roman

yoke ; which would not probably have been

the cafe had the ifland been inhabited for

any number of centuries before.

% Moran fignifies many ; and Fithil, or

rather Fill, an inferior bard.

11
Fingal the fon of Comhal and Morna

the daughter of Thaddu. His grandfather

was Trathal, and great grandfather Tren-

mor, both of whom are often mentioned

in the poem.

-j. His ponderous ihield

Behind him caft ; the broad circumference

Hung on his (houlders like the Moon.

MiLTOti.

7

art
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art thou named, the Mighty Man, but many mighty men are feen

from Tura's walls of wind. ^^He anfwered, like a wave on a

rock, who in this land appears like me ? Heroes ftand not in my

prefence : they fall to earth beneath my hand. None can meet

Swaran in the fight but Fingal, king of ftormy hills. Once we

wreftled on the heath of Malmor *, and our heels overturned the

wood. Rocks fell from their place ; and rivulets, changing their

courfe, fled murmuring from our ftrife. Three days we renewed

our ftrife, and heroes ftood at a diltance and trembled. On th»

fourth, Fingal fays, that the king of the ocean fell ; but Swaran

fays, he ftood. Let dark CuchuUin yield to him that is ftrong as

the ftorms of Malmor.

No : replied the blue-eyed chief, I will never yield to man.

Dark Cuchullin will be great or dead. Go, Fithil's fon, and take

my fpear : ftrike the founding fliield of Cabait
-f-.

It hangs at Tu-

ra's ruftling gate ; the found of peace is not its voice. My heroes

fliall hear on the hill.

He went and ftruck the bofly fliield. The hills and their rocks

replied. The found fpread along the wood : deer ftart by the lake

of roes. Curach ;{: leapt from the founding rock; and Connal of

the bloody fpear. Crugal's
||

breaft of fnow beats high. The fon

of Favi leaves the dark-brown hind. It is the fliield of war, faid

Ronnar, the fpear of Cuchullin, faid Lugar. Son of the fea put

* Meal-m6r—a gnat hllL of his own fliield in the 4th book.

—

.\ horn

f Cabait, or rather Cathbait, grandfather was the moft commoii inftrumcnt to call

to the hero, was fo remarkable for his va- the army together before the invention of

lour, that his fliield was made ufe of to bagpipes.

alarm his pofterity to the battles of the fa- 1 Cu-raoch fignihcs the madnefs of battle.

miiy. VVe find Fingal making the fame ufe
||
Ciuth-gtzl—falr-r-mpUxionee/.

B z on
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on thy arms ! Calmar lift thy founding fleel ! Puno ! horrid hero,

rife : Cairbar from thy red tree of Cromla. Bend thy white knee,

O Eth J and defcend from the ftreams of Lena. Ca-olt ftretch

thy white fide as thou movefl; along the whiftling heath of Mora :

thy fide that is white as the foam of the troubled fea, when the

dark winds pour it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon *.

Now I behold the chiefs in the pride of their former deeds ; their

fouls are kindled at the battles of old, and the adions of other

times. Their eyes are like flames of fire, and roll in fearch of the

foes of the land. Their mighty hands are on their fwords ; and

lightning pours from their fides of fteel. They came like ftreams

from the mountains ; each rufhed roaring from his hill. Bright are

the chiefs of battle in the armour of their fathers. Gloomy and

dark their heroes followed, like the gathering of the rainy clouds;

behind the red meteors of heaven. The founds of crafhing arms

afcend. The gray dogs howl between. Unequally burfts the

fong of battle ; and rocking Cromla
-f-

echoes round. On Lena"'s

dufky heath they flood, like mift
:J;

that fliades the hills of autumn :

when broken and dark it fettles high, and lifts its head to heaven.

Hail, faid Cuchullin, fons of the narrow vales, hail ye hunters

of the deer. Another fport is drawing near: it is like the dark

rolling of that wave on the coaft. Or fhall we fight, ye" fons of

• Cu-thon

—

the mournfulfound ofwaves. So when th' embattled clouds in dark

t Crom-Ieach fignified a place of worfhip array,

among the Druids. It is here the proper Along the Ikies their glocmy lines difplay
;

name of a hill on thecoaftof UllinorUlfter. The low- hung vapours motioniefs and ftill

X ^£(p/>>v•ol^ £oixo't£j- art Kpcw'wn Reft on the fumrriits of the (haded hill.,

N7i>f^i»!?, ij>iir£V £:r «)'.fo7ro^0l<^l^o/>fff<n^ P*OPE.

hTf{li.«.c. HoM. U. 5. V. 522.

war !
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war ! or yield green Innisfail * to Lochlin ! O Connal
-f-

fpeak,

thou firft of men ! thou breaker of the flnelds ! thou haft often fought

with LochUn ; fhalt thou lift up thy father's fpear ?

CuCHULLiN ! calm the chief replied, the fpear of Connal is

keen. It delights to ihine in battle, and to mix with the blood of

thoufands. But tho' my hand is bent on war, my heart is for the

peace of Erin :{:. Behold, thou firft in Cormac's war, the fable fleet

of Swaran. His mafts are as numerous on our coaft as reeds in the

lake of Lego. Hisfliips are like forefts cloathed with mift, when

the trees yield by turns to the fqually wind. Many are his chiefs

in battle. Connal is for peace. Fingal would fhun his arm the

firft of mortal men : Fingal that fcatters the mighty, as ftormy

winds the heath ; when the ftreams roar thro' echoing Cona : and

flight fettles with all her clouds on the hill.

Flv, thou chief of peace, faid Calmar
||

the fon of Matha ; fly,

Connal, to thy filent hills, where the fpear of battle never fhone >

•Ireland fo called from a colony that his name, were called Tir-chonnuil or Tir-

fettled there called Falans.—Innis-fail, /. connal, z. <r. the land of Connal.

e. the ifland of the Fa-il or Falans. J Erin, a name of Ireland; from ear

f Connal, the friend of Cuchullin, was or /ar Weft, and /;z an ifland. This name

the fon of Cathbait prince of the Ton- was not always confined to Ireland, for

gorm^ or Ihe ijland tif blue waves, prohMy there is the higheft probability that the

one of the Hebrides. His mother was lerne of the ancients was Britain to the

Fioncoma the daughter of Congal. He North of the Forth.— For lerne is faid to

had a fon by Foba of Conachar-nefTar, be to the North of Britain, which could

who was afterwards king of Ulfter. For not be meant of Ireland,

his fervices in the war againft Swaran he Strabo, 1. 2. & 4. Casaue. 1. i.

had lands conferred on him, which, from [[Calmer, ajhon^ man.

pnrfue



6 F I N G A L, Book I.

purfue the dark-brown deer of Cromla : and flop with thine arrows

the bounding roes of Lena. But, blue-eyed fon of Semo, CuchuUin,

ruler of the war, fcatter thou the fons of Lochlin *, and roar thro' the

ranks of their pride. Let no veflel of the kingdom of Snow bound

on the dark-rolling waves of Liis-tore
-f.

O YE dark winds of Erin rife! and roar ye whirlwinds of the

heath ! Amidfl the tempefl let me die, torn in a cloud by angry

ghofts of men ; amidft the temped let Calmar die, if ever chace-

was fport to him fo much as the battle of fhields.

Calmar ! flow replied the chief, I never fled, O Matha's fon.

I was fwift with my friends in battle, but fmall is the fame of Con-

nal. The battle was won in my prefence, and the valiant overcame.

But, fon of Semo, hear my voice, regard the ancient throne of

Cormac. Give wealth and half the land for peace, till Fingal come

with battle. Or, if war be thy choice, I lift the fword and fpear.

My joy fliall be in the midfl; of thoufands, and my foul brighten in

the gloom of the flght.

To me, CuchuUin replies, pleafant is the noife of arms: pleafant

as the thunder of heaven before the fliower of Spring. But gather

all the fhining tribes that I may view the fons of war. Let them

move along the heath, bright as the fun-fhine before a ftorm ; when

the wefl: wind collects the clouds and the oaks of Morven eccho

along the fhore.

* The Galic name of Scandinavia in f Innis-tore, the IJland cf uhales, the

general ; in a more confined fenfe that of ancient name of the Orkney iflands.

the penlnfula of Jutland.

But
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But where are my friends in battle? The companions of my

arm in danger ? Where art thou, white-bofom'd Cathbat ? Where is

that cloud in war, Duchomar * : and haft thou left me, O Fergus
-f-

!

in the day of the ftorm ? Fergus, firft in our joy at the feaft ; fon

of RofTa ! arm of death ! comeft thou hke a roe | from Malmor.

Like a hart from the ecchoing hills ? Hail thou fon of RofTa !

what Ihades the foul of war ?

Four ftones ||, replied the chief, rife on the grave of Cathbat.

-Thefe hands have laid in earth Duchomar, that cloud in war.

Cathbat, thou fon of Torman, thou wert a fun-beam on the hill.

And thou, O valiant Duchomar, like the mift of marfliy

Lano ; when it fails over the plains of autumn and brings death to

the people. Morna ! thou faireft of maids ! calm is thy fleep in

the cave of the rock. Thou haft fallen in darknefs like a ftar, that

fhoots athwart the defart, when the traveller is alone, and mourns

the tranfient beam. Say, faid Semo's blue-eyed fon, fay how fell

the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the fons of Lochlin, ftriving in

the battle of heroes ? Or v/hat confines the chiefs of Cromla to the

dark and narrow houfe -j- ?

* Dubhchomar, a black weli-Jhaped man. and, if a warrior, his fword, and the heads

+ Fear-guth,

—

the man of the wo'd; o# of twelve arrows by his fide. Above they

a commander of an army. laid another ftratum of clay, in which they

J Be thou like a roe or young hart gn placed the horn of a deer, the fymbol of

the mountains of Bether. hunting. The whole was covered with a

Solomon's Song. fine mold, and four flones placed on end

H
This pafTage alludes to the manner of to mark the extent of the grave. Thefe

burial among the ancient Scot?. They are the four flones alluded to here.

opened a grave fix or eight feet deep : the + The grave. The houfe appointed

bottom was lined v/ith fine clay ; and on for all living. Job,

this they laid the body of the deceafed,

Cathbat,
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Cathbat, replied the liero, fell by the fword of Duchomar at

tlie oak of the noify ftreanis. Duchomar came to Tiira's cave, and

fpoke to the lovely Morna.

MoRNA *, fairefl among women, lovely daughter of Cormac-

cairbar. ' Why in the circle of ftones ; in the cave of the rock alone ?

The ftreani murmurs hoarfely. The old tree's groan is in the

wind. The lake is troubled before thee, and dark are the clouds

of the flcy. But thou art like fnow on the heath ; and thy hair

like the milt of Cromla ; when it curls on the rocks, and it Ihines

to the beam of the weft. Thy breafts are like two fmooth rocks

feen from Branno of the ftreams. Thy arms like two white pil-

lars in the halls of the mighty Fingal.

From whence, the w'hite-armed maid replied, from whence,

Duchomar the moft gloomy of men P Dark are thy brows and ter-

rible. Red are thy rolling eyes. Does Swaran appear on the fea ?

What of the foe, Duchomar ?

From the hill I return, O Morna, from the hill of the dark-

brown hinds. Three have I llain with my bended yew. Three

with my long bounding dogs of the chace. Lovely daughter of

Cormac, I love thee as my foul. 1 have flain one ftately deer for

thee. High was his branchy hea^i.; and fleet his feet of wind.

Duchomar! calm the maid replied, I love thee not, thou gloomy

man. Hard is thy heart of rock, and dark thy terrible brow.

But Cathbat, thou fon of Torman -f , thou art the love of Morna.

* Muirne or Morna, a woman bdovid f Torman, thunder. This is the true ori-

hy all. giivof the Jupiter Taramis of the ancients.

2 Thou
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Thou art like a fun-beam on the hill in the day of the gloomy

ftorm. Saweft thou the fon of Torman, lovely on the hill of his

hinds ? Here the daughter of Cormac waits the coming of Cathbat.

And long fhall Morna wait, Duchomar faid, his blood is on my

fword.—Long fliall Morna wait for him. He fell at Branno's ftream.

High on Cromla I will raife his tomb, daughter of Cormac-cairbar

;

but fix thy love on Duchomar, his arm is ftrong as a ftorm.

—

And is the fon of Torman fallen ? faid the maid of the tearful eye.

Is he fallen on his ecchoing hilb the youth with the breaft offnow ? he

that was firft in the chace of the hill ; the foe of the ftrangers of the

ocean. Duchomar thou art dark * indeed, and cruel is thy arm to

Morna. But give me that fword, my foe; I love the blood of Caithbat.

He gave the fword to her tears ; but fhe pierced his manly breaft.

He fell, like the bank of a mountain-ftream ; ftretched out his arm

and faid

;

Daughter of Cormac-cairbar, thou haft flain Duchomar. The

fword is cold in my breaft : Morna, I feel it cold. Give me to

Moina
-f-

the maid ; Duchomar was the dream of her night. She

will raife my tomb ; and the hunter ftiall fee it and praife me. But

draw the fword from my breaft ; Morna, the fteel is cold.

She came, in all her tears, ftie came, and drew it from his breaft.

He pierced her white fide with fteel ; and fpread her fair locks on

the ground. Her burfting blood founds from her fide : and her

white arm is ftained with red. Rolling in death ftie lay and Tura's

cave anfwered to her fighs.

* She alludes to his mmc—the dark \ yio'imi foft in temper and perfin.

nan,

C Peace,
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Peace, fiiid Cuchullin, to the fouls of the heroes; their deeds

were great in danger. Let them ride around * me on clouds ; and

fhew their features of war : that my foul may be ftrong in danger.

i

my arm like the thunder of heaven. But be thou on a moon-

beam, O Morna, near the window of my reft ; when my thoughts

are of peace j and the din of arms is over. Gather the ftrength

of the tribes, and move to the Wars of Erin.—Attend the car of

my battles j and rejoice in the noife of my courfe. Place three

fpears by my fide; and follow the bounding of my fteeds. That

my foul may be ftrong in my friends, when the battle darkens round

the beams of my fteeL

As rullies a ftream -}- of foam from the dark fliady fteep of Cromla;

when the thunder is rolling above, and dark-brown night on half the

hill. So fierce, fo vaft, and fo terrible ruflied on the fons of Erin.

The chief like a whale of ocean, whom all his billows follow, poured

vaJour forth as a ftream, rolling his might along the fhore;

The fons of Lochlin heard the noife as the found of a winter-

ftream. Swaran ftruck his bofty fhield, and called the fon of Arno.

What murmur rolls along the hill like the gathered flies of evening ?

* It was the opinion then, as indeed it As torrents roll encreaj'd by numero'-is

is to this day, of fome of the highlandtrs, rills

that the fouls of the deceafed hovered With rage impetuous down the ecchoing

round their living friends j and fometimes hills

;

appeared to them when they were about RuHi to the vales, and pour'd along the

to enter on any great undertaking. plain,

f flf i' on ^[liAxp^oi OTorajMoi, xxr Roar thro' a thoufand channels to the

ofsripi fiovTii main. Pope.

E« iJiKs-ydpAilxi) c\)y.Qsl\?^(Tov oSpiusv Aut ubi de:itrfurapid)di mont'tkuialiiSf

\jSuf, Dantftnitum fpumc/i amnes, tf in aquora

KfanMD £>c i/.iyoi'Kiity xo/Aj;? sWoirSs x^- currunt,

felior,c, Hoji, ^"Ifquefuum fopulatui iter, ViRG.

The
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The fons of Innis-fail defcend, or ruflling winds * roar in the di-

ftant wood. Such is the noife of Gormal before the white tops of

my waves arife. O fon of Arno, afcend the hill and view the dark-

face of the heath.

He went, and trembling, fwift returned. His eyes rolled wildly

round. His heart beat high againft his fide. His words were

faultering, broken, flow.

Rise, fon of ocean, rife chief of the dark-brown fliields. I fee

the dark, the mountain-ftream of the battle. The deep-movino-

ftrength of the fons of Erin. The car, the car of battle comes,

like the flame of death ; the rapid car of Cuchullin, the noble

fon of Semo. It bends behind like a wave near a rock ; like the

golden mift of the heath. Its fldes are embofled with fl:ones, and

fparkleUke the fea round the boat of night. Of poliflied yew is its

beam, and its feat of the fmoothefl; bone. The fides are repleniflied

with fpears ; and the bottom is the foot-fl:ool of heroes. Before

the right fide of the car is feen the fnorting horfe. The high-

maned, broad-breafl;ed, proud, high-leaping ftrong fleed of the

hill. Loud and refounding is his hoof ; the fpreading of his mane
above is like that fl:ream offmoke on the heath. Bright are the

fides of the fteed, and his name is Sulin-Sifadda.

Before the left fide of the car is feen the fnorting horfe. The
thin-maned, high-headed, ftrong-hooffcd, fleet, bounding fon of

the hill : his name is Dufronnal among the fl:ormy fons of the fword.

A thoufind thongs bind the car on high. Hard poliflied bits

fliine in a wreath of foam. Thin thongs bright-fludded with gems,

bend on the fl:ately necks of the fteeds. The fl:eeds that like

•wreaths of mifl: fly over the ftreamy vales. The wildnefs of deer.

t As when the hollow rocks retain

The found of bluftering wind, Milton",

C 2 is
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is in their courfe, the ftrength of the eagle defcending on her prey.

Their noife is like the blail of winter on the fides of the fnow-

headed Gbrmal.

Within the car is feen the chiefs the ftrong flormy fon of

the fword j the hero's name is CuchuUin, fon of Semo king of

iliells. His red cheek is like my poliflied yew. The look of his

blue-rolling eye is wide beneath the dark arch of his brow. His

hair flies from his head like a flame, as bending forward he wields

the fpear. Fly, king of ocean, fly i he comes, like a ftorm, along

the ftreamy vale.

When did I fly, replied the king, from the battle of many

fpears ? When did I fly, fon of Arno, chief of the little foul ? I

met the florm of Gormal when the foam of my waves was high ; I

met the florm of the clouds and fhall I fly from a hero .'' Were it

Fingal himfelf my foul fliould not darken before him- Rife to

the battle, my thoufands j pour round me like the ecchoing main*

Gather round the bright fteel of your king ; ftrong as the rocks of

my land; that meet the ftorm with joy, and ftretch their dark woods

to the wind.

As autumn's * dark florms pour from two ecchoing hills, to-

wards each other approached the heroes. As two d^rk ftreams

from high rocks meet, and mix and roar on the plain ; loud, rough

and dark in battle meet Lochlin and Innis-fail. Chief mixed his

ftrokes m ith chief, and man with man ; fleel, clanging, founded

on

* The reader may compare this pafTage To armour armour, lance to lance oppos'd,

with afimilar one in Homer. Iliad. 4, v. Hofl againft hoft, with (hadowy fquadrons,

446. drew.

Now fhield with {hield, with helmet hel- The founding darts in iron tempefts flew ;

met clos'd,

With
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on fteel, helmets are cleft on high. Blood burfts and fmoaks

around. Strings murmur on the polifhed yews. Darts rufli

along the fky. Spears fall like the circles of light that gild the

ftormy face of the night.

As the troubled noife of the ocean when roll the waves on high ;

as the laft peal of the thunder of heaven, fuch is the noife of battle.

Though Cormac's hundred bards were there to give the war to fong j

feeble were the voices of a hundred bards to fend the deaths to future

times. For many were the falls of the heroes ; and wide poured

the blood of the valiant..

Mourn, ye fons of the fong, the death of the noble Sithallin*..

Let the fighs of Fiona rife on the dark heaths of her lovely

Ardan. They fell, like two hinds of the defart, by the hands of

the mighty Swaran ; when, in the midft of thoufands he roared ;.

like the fhrill fpirit of a ftorm, that fits dim, on the clouds of Gor-

mal, and enjoys the death of the mariner.

Nor flept thy hand by thy fide, chief of the ifle of mlfl: -f; many

were the deatlis of thine arm, Cuchullin, thou fon of Semo. His

fword was like the beam of heaven when it pierces the fons of the

vale } when the people are blafted and fall, and all the hills are

With ftreaming blood the flipp'ry fields Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels

are dy'd, Of brazen chariots rag'd, &c.

And flaiighter'd heroes fwell the dreadful Milton.

tide. Pope. * Siihallin fignifies a handfome mjn^-~

Statius has very happily imitated Homer. Fiona, a fair maid;—and Ardan, ptide.

Jam clypeus d\peis,umhone rcpellitur umbo, f The 'Ifle of Sky ; not improperly cal-

Enfe minax enj-s, pede pes, (3" cufpide led the ijle of mijl, as its high hills, which

cufpii, (sfc, catch the clouds from the weftern ocean,

Arms on armour crafliing, bray'd occafion almo-ft continual rains.

8 burning



14 F I N G A L, Book I.

burning around. Dufronnal * fnnrted over the bodies of heroes

;

and Sifadda
-f-

bathed his hoof in blood. The battle lay behind

them as groves overturned on the defart of Cromlaj when the blaft

has palled the heath laden with the fpirits of night.

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds, O maid of Inifbore
:|:,

bend thy fair head over the waves, thou fairer than the ghofl of the

hills J when it moves in a fun-beam at noon over the filence of

Morven. He is fallen ! thy youth is low ; pale beneath the fword

of Cuchullin. No more fliall valour raife the youth to match the

blood of kings. Trenar, lovely Trenar died, thou maid of Inif-

tore. His gray dogs are howling at home, and fee his paffing

ghoft. His bow is in the hall unftrung. No found is in the heath

of his hinds.

As roll a thoufand waves to the rocks, fo Swaran's hod: came on ;

as meets a rock a thoufand waves, fo Inisfail met Swaran. Death

raifes all his voices around, and mixes with the found of fliields.-^

Each hero is a pillar of darknefs, and the fword a beam of fire in

his hand. The field ecchoes from wing to wing, as a hundred ham-

mers that rife by turns on the red fon of the furnace. Who are

thefe on Lena's heath that are fo gloomy and dark ? Who are thefe

* One of Cuchullin's horfes. Dubh- nar are fenfible at home of the death of

flron ghcal. their mafter, the very inftant he is killed.

•)- Siih-fadda, \, e. a hngJliicL\ It was the opinion of the times, that

\ The maid of Inijiore was the daugliter the fouls of heroes went immediately after

of Gorlo king of Iniftore or Orkney iflands. death to the hills of their country, and

Trenar was brother to the king of Inif- the fcenes they frequented the moft happy

con, fuppofed to be one of the iflands of time of their life. It was thought too that

Shetland. The Orkneys and Shetland dogs and horfes faw the ghoflj of the de-

were at that time fubjed to the king of ceafed,

iochlin. We find that the dogs of T:e-

like
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like two clouds * and their fwords like lightning above them ? The

little hills are troubled around, and the rocks tremble with all their

mofs. Who is it but Ocean's fon and the car-borne chief of

Erin ? Many are the anxious eyes of their friends, as they fee them

dim on the heath. Now night conceals the chiefs in her clouds,

and ends the terrible iight. It was on Cromla's fliaggy fide that

Dorglas placed the deer -|- ; the early fortune of the chace, before

the heroes left tlie hill. A hundred youths colleft the heath ;

ten heroes blow the fire ; three hundred chufe the poliih'd flones.

The feaft is fmoaking wide.

CuCHULLiN, chief of Erin's war, refumed his mighty foul.

He ftood upon his beamy fpear, and fpoke to the fon of fongSj to

Carril of other times, the gray-haired fon of Kinfena J, Is this

feafl fpread for me alone and the king of Lochlin on Ullin's fhore ;

far from the deer of his hills, and founding halls of his feafts ?

Rife, Carril of other times, and carry my words to Swaran ; tell

him from the roaring of waters, that Cuchullin gives his feaft.

Here let him liiten to the found of my groves amidll: the clouds of

night. For cold and bleak the bluftering winds rufl:i over the

foam of his feas. Here let him praife the trembling harp, and

hear the fongs of heroes.

* As when two black clouds heated with heath. Then they laid fome

With heaven's artillery fraught, come venifon in the bottom, and a ftratum ot

rattling on the ftones above it ; and thus they did al-

GvertheCafpian. Milton. ternately till the pit was full. The whol6

+ The ancient manner of preparing was covered over with heath to confine the

ftafts after hunting, is handed down by fleam. Whether this is probable I cannot

tradition. A pit lined with fmooth fay; but fome pits are fhewn, which the

flones was made; and near it ftood aheap vulgar fay, were ufed in that manner.

of fmooth flat ftonvs of the flint kind. % Ceaa-feana, /, (, the beadof thepetpUi.

The flones as well as the pit were properly
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Old Carril went, with fofteft voice, and called the king of

dark-brown fliields. Rife from the fkins of thy chace, rife,

Swaran king of groves. Cuchullin gives the joy of fliells ; par-

take the feaft of Erin's blue-rcyed chief. He anfwered like the

fuUen found of Cromla before a ftorm. Though all thy daugh-

ters, Inisfiil ! fliould extend their arms of fnow ; raife high the

hearings of their breafts, and foftly roll their eyes of love ; yet, fix-

ed as Lochlin's thoufand rocks, here Swaran fliall remain; till

morn, with the young beams of my eaft, fliall light me to the

death of Cuchullin. Pleafant to my ear is Lochlin's wind. It ruflies

over my feas. It fpeaks aloft in all my flirowds, and brings my
green forefts to my mind ; the green forefls of Gormal that of-

ten ecchoed to my winds, when my fpear was red in the chace of

the boar. Let dark Cuchullin yield to me the ancient throne of

Cormac, or Erin's torrents fliall fliew from their hills the red foam

of the blood of his pride.

Sad is the founds of Swaran's voice, faid Carril of other times:—

Sad to himfelf alone, faid the blue-eyed fon of Semo. But, Car-

ril, raife thy voice on high, and tell the deeds of other times. Send

thou the night away in fong ; and give the joy of grief. For many

heroes and maids of love, have moved on Inis-fail. And lovely are

the fongs of woe that are heard on Albion's rocks j when the noife

of the chace is over, and the flreams of Cona anfwer to the voice

of Ofiian *.

* Oflian the fon of Fingal and author of fmall river that runs through Glenco in

the poem. One cannot but admire the ad- Argylcfliire. One of the hills which environ

drefs of the poet in putting his own praife that romantic valley is ftill called Scorna-

fo naturally into the mouth of Cuchullin. fena, or the hill of Fingal's people.

The Com here mentioned is perhaps that

In
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In other days *, Carril replies, came the fons of Ocean to Erin. A
thoufand vefTels bounded over the waves to Ullin's lovely plains.

The fons of Inisfail arofe to meet the race of dark-brown fliields.

Cairbar, firfl of men, was there, and Grudar, (lately youth. Long

had they ftrove for the fpotted bull, that lowed on Golbun's -|- ec-

choing heath. Each claimed him as their own; and death was of-

ten at the point of their fteel.

Side by fide the heroes fought, and the ftrangers of Ocean fled.

Whofe name was fairer on the hill than the name of Cairbar and

Grudar ! But ah ! why ever lowed the bull on Golbun's ecchoing

heath ; they faw him leaping like the fnow. The wrath of the

chiefs returned.

On Lubar's ^ grafly banks they fought, and Grudar like a fun-

beam, fell. Fierce Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing Tura>

where Braflblis ||, faireft of his fillers, all alone, raifed the fong of

grief. She fung of the adions of Grudar, the youth of her fecret foul.

She mourned him in the field of blood ; but ftill (he hoped for

his return. Her white bofom is feen from her robe, as the moon

from the clouds of night. Her voice was fofter than the harp to

raife the fong of grief. Her foul was fixed on Grudar ; the fecret

look of her eye was his.—When flialt thou come in thine arms, thou

mighty in the war r .

* This eplfode is introduced with pro- find Calmar and Connal perfeiSIy recon-

priety. Calmar and Connal, two of the ciled in the third bojlc.

Irifti heroes, had difputed warmly before f Golb-bhcan, as well as Cromleach,

the battle about engaging the enemy. Car- Cgnifies a creaked hiil.

ril endeavours to reconcile them with the f Lubar—a river in Ulfter. Labhar,

ftory of Cairbar and Grudar ; who, tho' loud, noify.

enemies before, iow^i fde by fide in the
||
Brafiblis fignines a twwi?;) ty/.'/; « wi/Vir

war. The poet obtained his aim, for we bre.^J}.

D Take,
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Take, Braflbli?, Cairbar came and laid, take, Braffolis, this

fhield of blood. Fix it on high within my hall, the armour of my

foe. Her foft heart beat againft her fide. Diftracled, pale, fhe

fiew. She found her youth in all his blood ; flie died on Cromla's

heath. Here refts their dull, CuchuUin ; and thefe two lonely yews

fprung from their tombs, and wifli to meet on high. Fair was

Braflblis on the plain, and Grudar on the hill. The bard fliall pre-

ferve their names, and repeat them to future times.

Pleasant is thy voice, O Carril, faid the blue-eyed chief of

Erin ; and lovely are the words of other times. They are like the

calm fhower* of fpring ; when the fun looks on the field, and the

light cloud flies over the hills. O ftrike the harp in praife of my

love, the lonely, fun-beam of Dunfcaich. Strike the harp in the

praife of Bragela ; flie that I left in the Ille of Mift, the fpoufe of

Semo's fon. Doft thou raifc thy fair face from the rock to find

the fails of Cuchullin ? The fea is rolling far diftant, and its

white foam fliall deceive thee for my fails. Retire, for it is night,

my love, and the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to the halls

of my feafts, and think of the times that are pall: : for I will not

return till the llorm of war is ceafed. O Connal, fpeak of wars

and arms, and fend her from my mind, for lovely with her raven-

hair is the white-bofomed daughter of Sorglan.

Connal, flow to fpeak, replied, guard againft the race of ocean.

Send thy troop of night abroad, and watch the ftrength of Swaran.—

Cuchullin ! I am for peace till the race of the defart come ; till Fingal

come, the firft of men, and beam, like the fun, on our fields.

* Homer compares foft piercing words to But when he fperks, what elocution flows

!

the full of fnow. Like the foft fleeces of dcfceiiding fnows.

— trrtx ntfaJ'iiro'ii' lofiioTix. '^iij/.i^iYi(nv> PoPE,

The
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The hero ftruck the fhield of his alarms—the warriors of the

night moved on. The reft lay in the heath of the deer, and flept

amidft the dufky wind. The ghofts * of the lately dead were

near, and fwam on gloomy clouds. And far diftant, in the dark

filence of Lena, the feeble voices of death were heard.

* It was long the opinion of the ancient furrounds twice or thrice the place dedined

Scots, that a ghoft was heard (hrieking for the perfon to die ; and then goes along

near the place where a death was to hap- the road through which the funeral is to

pen foon after. The accounts given, to pafs, fhrieking at intervals ; at laft, the

this day, among the vulgar, of this extraor- meteor and ghoft difappear above the burial

dinary matter, are very poetical. The placd

ghoft comes mounted on a meteor, and

D 2 FINGAL,
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ONNAL * lay by the found of the mountain ftream, beneath

->' the aged tree. A flone, with its mofs, fupported his head.

Shrill thro' the heath ofLena, he heard the voice of night. At diftance

from the heroes he lay, for the fon of the fword feared no foe.

Mv
* The fcens of Connal's repofe is fami- 'VVhen lo ! the fhade, before his clof»

liar to thofe who have been in the high- ing eyes,

lands of Scotland. The poet removes him Of fad Fatroclus rofe or feem'd to rife,

to a diftance from the army, to add more In the fame robe he living wore, became

horror to the defcription of Crugal's ghofl In ftature, voice, and pleafing look the

by the lonelinefs of the place. It perhaps fame.

will not be difagreeable to the reader, to The form familiar hover'd o'er his head,

fee how two other ancient poets handled And fleeps Achilles thus ? the phantom

a fimilar fubjedl, faid. PoPE.

H?.9»i iJ' iTTi ]i\i'x/, U.xrf'j'/.x'r\o<; ohXoTo In fomnis ecce ante o:u!os mtefiijftmus Heiior

IIkjit uutS (Aiyi^oi T£ XKi outxTX Y-XT Vifui odckjfi mih'i, largofiiue effundcrc flituSy

i\y.-S^x Raptatus bigis, aut quondam, aterque crtiento

K«» ifon;», 2ic. HoM, II, 23. Pulvereperqui pedes trajeiius hratumentis.
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Mv hero faw in his reft a dark-red ftreani of fire coming down

from the hill. Crugal fat upon the beam, a chief that lately fell. He

fell by the hand of Swaran, ftriving in the battle of heroes. His

face is like the beam of the fetting moon j his robes are of the clouds

of the hill : his eyes are like two decaying flames. Dark is the

wound of his brcaft.

Crugal, faid the mighty Connal, fon of Dedgal famed on the

hill of deer. Why fo pale and fad, thou breaker of the fliields ?

Thou haft never been pale for fear. What difturbs the fon of

the hill ?

Dim, and in tears, he ftood and ftretched his pale hand over the

hero. ^Faintly he raifed his feeble voice, like the gale of the

reedy Lego.

My ghoft, O Connal, Is on my native hills ; but my corfe is on the

fands of UUin. Thou fhalt never talk with Crugal, or find his lone

He'itnlhl qual'.i erat! quan!um mtitatui ah iUo

HeHort, qui redit exuviis indutus Ach'illi,

Vel Daiailm Ph'yglosjaculatus pupplbus ignis

;

SquaUntem barbam y concretes/anguine crinis

Vulneraque ilia girens qua circum plurima

muros

Adc^pit patrios. JEn. lib. 2.

When Heflor's ghoft before my fight

appears :

A bloody (hrowd he feem'd, and bath'd

in tears.

Such as he was, when, by Pelides flain,

Theflalian courfersdrag'd him o'er the plain.

4

.Swo1n wprp hi? fpet, a<: whpn thp thongs

were thruft

Through the bor'd holes, his body black

with duft.

Unlike that Heflor, who return'd from toils

Of war triumphant, in JEaclzn fpoils

:

Or him, who made the fainting Greeks

retire.

And launch'd againft their navy Phrygian

fire.

His hair and beard flood flifFen'd with his

gore;

And all the wounds he for his country bore.

Dryden.

fteps
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fteps in the heath. I am light as the blaft of Cromla, and I move

like the fliadow of mift. Connal, fon of Colgar, I fee the dark

cloud of death : it hovers over the plains of Lena. The fons of

green Erin fliall fall. Remove from the field of ghofts. Like

the darkened moon * he retired, in the midft of the whiftling blafl:.

Stay, faid the mighty Connal, flay my dark-red friend. Lay by

that beam of heaven, fon of the windy Cromla. What cave of

the hill is thy lonely houfe ? What green-headed hill is the place of

thy reft ? Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm ? In the noife of the

mountain-ftream ? When the feeble fons of the wind come forth,

and ride on the blafl of the defart.

The foft-voiced Connal rofe in the midft of his founding arms.

He ftruck his fhield above CuchuUin. The fon of battle waked.

Why, faid the ruler of the car, comes Connal through my
night ? My fpear might turn againft the found ; and Cuchullin

mourn the death of his friend. Speak, Connal, fon of Colgar, fpeaJc,

thy counfel is like the fun of heaven.

Son ofSemo, replied the chief, the ghoft of Crugal came from

the cave of his hill. The ftars dim-twinkled through his form ;

and his voice was like the found of a diftant ftream. He is a

meffenger of death. He fpcaks of the dark and narrow houfe.

Sue for peace, O chief of Dunfcaich ; or fly over the heath of

Lena.

He fpoke to Connal, replied the hero, though flars dim-twinkled

through his form. Son of Colgar, it was the wind that murmured

*
^"'X'' ^^ ''"CTa x^SovoV, jJvTt XKTTvof Like a thin fmoke he fees (he fpirit fly,

SlyjTo TiT^iy.Tx, And hears a feeble, lamtntable cry.

HoM. II. 23. V. ICO, Pope.



24 F I N G A L, Book II.

in the caves of Lena. Or if it was the form * of Crugal, why
didft thou not force him to my fight. Haft thou enquired where is

his cave ? The houfe of the fon of the wind .? My fword might find

that voice, and force his knowledge from him. And fmall is

his knowledge, Connal, for he was here to day. He could not

have gone beyond our hills, and who could tell him there of our

death ?

Ghosts fly on clouds and ride on winds, faid Connal's voice of

wifdom. They reft together in their caves, and talk of mortal m.en.

Then let them talk of mortal men; of every man but Erin's

chief. Let me be forgot in their cave j for I will not fly from

Swaran. If I muft fall, my tomb fliall rife amidft the fame of

future times. The hunter fliall ftied a tear on my ftone ; and forrow

dwell round the high-bofomed Bragela. I fear not death, but I

fear to flv, for Fingal faw me often vidlorious. Thou dim phantom

of the hill, fliew thyfelf to me ! come on thy beam of heaven, and

fliew me my death in thine hand, yet I will not fly, thou feeble fon

of the wind. Go, fon of Colgar, ftrike the fliield of Caithbat, it

hangs between the ipears. Let my heroes rife to the found in the

midft of the battles of Erin. Though Fingal delays his coming

with the race of the ftormy hills ; we fliall fight, O Colgar's fon,

and die in the battle of heroes.

The found fpreads wide ; the heroes rife, like the breaking of a

blue-fblling wave. They ftood on the heath, like oaks with all

• The poet teaches us the opinions that through the form of Crugal," and Cu-

prcvailed in his time concerning the (late chullin's reply, we may gather that they

of feparate fouls. From Co^lnai'^ ex- both thought the foul was material ; fome-

prcJTion, " That the ftais dim-tvvinkled thing like the siswAsv of the ancient Greeks.

1 their
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their branches round them *
; when they eccho to the ftream of frof];,

and their withered leaves ruftle to the wind.

High Cromla's head of clouds is gray; the morning trembles

on the half-enlightened ocean. The blue, gray mifl fwims flowly

by, and hides the fons of Inis-fall.

Rise ye, faid the king of the dark-brown fliields, ye that came

from Lochlin's waves. The fons of Erin have fled from our arms

—purfue them over the plains of Lena. And, Morla, go to

Cormac's hall and bid them yield to Swaran ; before the people fliall

fall into the tomb ; and the hills of Ullin be filent. They rofe

like a flock of fea-fowl when the waves expel them from the iliore.

Their found was like a thoufand ftreams that meet in Cona's vale,

when after a ftormy night, they turn their dark eddies beneath the

pale light of the morning.

As the dark fliades of autumn fly over the hills of grafs ; fo gloo-

my, dark, fucceflive came the chiefs of Lochlin's ecchoing woods.

Tall as the flag of Morv^en moved on the king of groves. His fhin-

ing fliield is on his fide like a flame on the heath at night. When
the world is filent and dark, and the traveller fees fome ghofl: fport-

ing in the beam.

A BLAST from the trouble of ocean removed the fettled mift.

The fons of Inisfail appear like a ridge of rocks on the Hiore.

* As when heaven's fire \^'ith finged tops, their flatcly growth

Hath fcath'd the forefl oaks, or mountain the' bsre

pines Stand on the blafteJ heath. Milton.

E Co,
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Go, Morla, go, faid Lochlin's king, and offer peace to thele.

Offer the terms we give to kings when nations bow before us.

When the vaUant are dead in war, and the virgins weeping on

the field.

Great Morla came, the fon of Swart, and (lately ftrode the king

of fliiclds. He fpoke to Erin's blue-eyed fon, among the leffer

heroes. ...
Take Swaran's peace, the warrior fpoke, the peace he gives to

kings when the nations bow before hirn. Leave UUin's lovely plains

to us, and give thy fpoufe and dog. Thy fpoufe high-bofom'd, heav-

ing fair. Thy dog that overtakes the wind. Give thefe to prove

the weaknefs of thine arm, and live beneath our power.

Tell Swaran, tell that heart of pride, that Cuchullin never

yields. 1 give him the dark-blue rolling of ocean, or I give his

people graves in Erin. But never (hall a flranger have the lovely

fun-beam of Dunfcaich ; or ever deer fly on Lochlin's hills before

the nimble-footed Luath.

Vain ruler of the car, faid Morla, wilt thou fight the kingj that

king whofe fliips of many groves could carry off thine Ifle ? So little

is thy green-hilled Ullin to the king of ftormy waves.

In words I yield to many, Morla ; but this fword fhall yield to

none. Erin fhall own the fway of Cormac, while Connal and Cu-

chullin live. O Connal, firft of mighty men, thou haft heard the

words of Morla i (hall thy thoughts then be of peace, thou breaker

of the Hiields ? Spirit of fallen Crugal ! why didft thou threaten us

v/ith death .'' Thy narrow houfe fhall receive me in the midft of the

4 light
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1 ight ofrenown. Exalt, ye fons of Inisfail, exalt the fpear and bend

the bow ; rufli on the foe in darknefs, as the fpirits of flormy nights.

Then difmal, roaring, fierce, and deep the gloom of battle rolled

along j as mift * that is poured on the valley, when ftorms invade

the filent fun-fliine of heaven. The chief moves before in arms,

like an angry ghoft before a cloud ; when meteors inclofe him with

fire ; and the dark winds are in his hand. Carril, far on the

heath, bids the horn of battle found. He raifes the voice of the fong»

and pours his foul into die minds of heroes.

Where, faid the mouth of the fong, where is the fallen Crugal ?

He lies forgot on earth, and the hall of fhells
-f

is filent. Sad is

the Ipoufe of Crugal, for fhe is a ftranger '^ in the hall of her forrow.

But who is {he, that, like a fun-beam, flies before the ranks of the

foe? It is Degrena
II,

lovely fair, the fpoufe of fallen Crugal. Her

hair is on the wind behind. Her eye is redj her voice is fhrill.

Green, empty is thy Crugal now, his form is in the cave of the hill.

He comes to the ear of reft, and raifes his feeble voice ; like the

humming of the mountain-bee, or colledted flies of evening. But

Degrena falls like a cloud of the morn ; the fword of Lochlin is in

her fide. Cairbar, flie is fallen, the riling thought of thy youth.

She is fallen, O Cairbar, the thought of thy youthful hours.

Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful found, and ruflied on like

ocean's whale ; he faw the death of his daughter ; and roared in the

* As evening mift is that we fo often meet, in the old poetry,

Ris'n from a river o'er the marifti glides with the chi/fof/hells, and the halls ofjhells.

And gathers round faft at the lab'rers % Crugal had married Degrena but a

heel little time before the battie, confequently

Homeward returning Milton. (he may with propriety be called a ftranger

t The ancient Scot=, at well as the pre- in the hall of her forrow.

fent highlanders, dfunk in fliells; hence it |! Deo-ghrena fignifies a fun-beam,

E 2 midft
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midfl: of thoufands *. His fpear met a fon of Lochlin, and battle

fpread from wing to wing. As a hundred winds in Lochlin's groves>

as fire in the firs of a hundred hills ; fo loud, fo ruinous and vaft

the ranks of men are hewn down. Cuchullin cut off" heroes Kke

thilHes, and Swaran wailed Erin. Curach fell by his hand, and Cair-

bar of the bofTy Ihield. Morglan lies in lafting refl ; and Ca-ol<f

trembles as he dies. His white breafl: is ftained with his blood j

and his yellow hair llretchcd in the dufl of his native land. He
often had fpread the feaft where he. fell ; and often raifed the voice

of the harp : when his dogs leapt around for joy ; and the youths of

the chace prepared the bow.

Still Swaran advanced, as a flream that burfls from the defart.

The little hills are rolled in its courfq ; and the rocks half-funk by

its fide

But Cuchullin flood before him like a hill
-f-,

that catches the

clouds of heaven. The winds contend on its head of pines ; and

the hail rattles on its rocks. But, firm in its flrength, it flands and:

fliades the filent vale of Con a.

So Cuchullin fliaded the fons of Erin, and flood in the midfl of

thoufands. Blood rifes like the fount of a rock, from panting heroes

* M.diijque mmilUbus ardet. ViRc. Like Eryx or like Athos great he (hews

-} Virgil and Milton have made ufe of a Or father A ppeniue when white with fnows;

comparifon fimilar to ti.is ; I (hail lay both His head divine ohfcure in clouds he hides,

before the reader, and let him judge for And fhakes the founding foreft on his fides.

himfelf which of thefe two great poet have Dryden.

befl fucceeded. On th' other fide Satan alarmd,

^an'us Aih:s, atil quiintus Er).\-y aut ipfe Collefling all his might, dilated flood

coiufcis. Like TeneiifF or Atlas unremov'd :

Cumfreinit il'uibus, qunntusgaudctquerrja'.i His flature reach'd the fky.

yntlufe atieHenspatir Jpperiinus ad auras, Miltoi^.

3 around
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around him. But Erin falls on eitlier wing like fnow in th^ day

of the fun.

O SONS of Inisfail, fald Grumal, Lochlin conquers on the field.

Why ftrive we as reeds againft the wind ? Fly to the hill of dark-

brown hinds. He fled like the flag of Morven, and his fpear is a

trembling beam of light behind him.. Few fled with Grumal, the

chief of the little foul : they fell in the battle of heroes on Lena's

xchoin^ heath.

High on his car, of many gems,, the chief of Erin fl:ood ; he flew

a mighty fonof Lochlin, and fpoke, in hafte, to ConnaL

O CoNNAL, firft of mortal men, thou haft taught this arm of

death !, Though Erin's fons have fled, fhall we not fight the foe ?

O Carril, fbn of other times, carry my living friends to that bufhy

hill. Here, Connal, let us ftand like rocks, and fave our flying

friends.

Connal mounts the car of Kght. They ftretch their fhidds

like the darkened moon, the daughter of the ftarry flcies, when flie

moves, a dun circle, through heaven. Sithfadda panted up the hill^,

and Stronnal haughty fl:eed. Like waves behind a whale behind

them rufhed the foe.

Now on the rifing fide of Cromla flood Erin's few fad fons ; like

a grove through which the flame had rufhed hurried on by the

winds of the flormy night. Cuchullin ftood befide an oak. He
rolled his red eye in filence, and heard the wind in his bufhy hair;

when the fcout of ocean came, Moran the fonof Fithil. The

Ihips, he cried, the fhips of the lonely ifle ! There Flngal comes'

the
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the firit of men, the breaker of the fhields. The waves foam be-

fore his black prows. His marts with lails are like groves in clouds.

Blow, faid CuchuUin, all ye winds that rufli over my ifle of

lovely mift. Come to the death of thoufands, O chief of the hills

of hinds. Thy fails, my friend, are to me like the clouds of

the morning ; and thy (hips like the light of heaven i and thou thy-

felf like a pillar of fire that giveth light in the night. O Connal,

firft of men, how pleafant are our friends ! But the night is gather-

ing around ; where now are the fliips of Fingal ? Here let us pafs

the hours of darknefs, and wifli for the moon of heaven.

The winds came down on the woods. The torrents ruflied

from the rocks. Rain gathered round the head of Cromla. And

the red ftars trembled between the flying clouds. Sad, by the fide

of a flream whofe found was ecchoed by a tree, fad by the fide of a

flream the chief of Erin fat. Connal fon of Colgar was there, and

Carril of other tunes.

Unhappy is the hand of CuchuUin, faid the fon of Semo, un-

happy is the hand of CuchuUin fince he flew his friend. Ferda,

thou fon of Damman, I loved thee as myfelf.

How, CuchuUin, fon of Semo, fell the breaker of the fhields ?

Well I remember, faid Connal, the noble fon of Damman. Tall

and fair he was like the rain-bow of the hill.

Ferda from Albion came, the chief of a hundred hills. In

Muri's* hall he learned the fword, and won the friendfhip of Cu-

chuUin. We moved to the chace together; and one was our bed in

the heath.

* An academy in Ulfter for teaching the ufe of arms.

Deugala
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Deugala was the fpoufe of Cairbar, chief of the plains of

Ullin. She was covered with the light of beauty, but her heart

was the houfe of pride. She loved that fun-beam of youth, the

noble fon of Damman. Cairbar, faid the white-armed woman,

give me half of the herd. No more I will remain in your halls.

Divide the herd, dark Cairbar.

Let CuchuUin, faid Cairbar, divide my herd on the hill. His

breaft is the feat of juftice. Depart, thou light of beauty. I went

and divided the herd. One bull of fnow remained. I gave that

bull to Cairbar. The wrath of Deugala rofe.

Son of Damman, begun the fair, CuchuUin. pains my foul. I

muft hear of his death, or Lubar's ftream fhall roll over me. My
pale ghoft fliall wander near thee, and mourn the wound of my
pride. Pour out the blood of CuchuUin or pierce this heaving breaft.

Deugala, faid the fair-haired youth, how iliall I flay the fon

of Semo ? He is the friend of my fecret thoughts, and ll:all I lift

the fword ? She wept three days before him, on the fourth he con-

fented to fight;.

I WILL fight my friend, Deugala! but may I fall by his fword.

Could I wander on the hill and behold the grave of CuchuUin ? We
fought on the hills of Muri. Our fwords avoid a wound. They

Aide on the helmets of fleel ; and found on the flippery fhields. Deu-

gala was near with a fmile, and faid to the fon of Damman, thine

arm is feeble, thou fun-beam of youth. Thy years are not flrong

for ftcel. Yield to the fon of Semo. He is like the rock of

Malmor.

The
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The tear is in the eye of youth. He faultering faid to me, Cu-

chullin, raife thy bofly fhield. Defend thee from the hand of thy

friend. My foul is laden with grief: for I muft flay the chief

of men.

I SIGHED as the ^\^nd in the chink of a rock. I lifted high the

edge of my fteel. The fun-beam of the battle fell ; the iirfl: of

Cuchullin's friends. •

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin fince the hero fell.

Mournful is thy tale, fon of the car, faid Carril of other times.

It fends my foul back to the ages of old, and to the days of other

years, Often have I heard of Comal who flew the friend he lov-

ed ; yet viftory attended his fleel ; and the battle was confumed in

his prefence.

Comal was a fon of Albion ; the chief of an hundred hills. His

deer drunk of a thoufand flreams, A thoufand rocks replied to the

voice of his dogs. His face was the mildnefs of youth. His hand

the death of heroes. One was his love, and fair was fhe ! the

daughter of mighty Conloch. She appeared like a fun-beam among

women. And her hair was like the wing of the raven. Her dogs

were taught to the chace. Her bow-firing founded on the winds

of the foreft. Her foul was fixed on Comal, Often met their eyes

of love. Their courfe in the chace was one, and happy were their

words in fecret, But Gormal loved the maid, the dark chief of

the gloomy Ardven, He watched her lone fteps in the heath ; the

foe of unhappy Comal.

0ns
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One day, tired of the chace, when the mift had concealed their

friends, Comal and the daughter of Conloch met in the cave of Ro-

nan *. It was the wonted haunt of Comal. Its fides were hung with

his arms. A hundred fliields of thongs were there ; a hundred

helms of founding fteel.

Rest here, he faid, my love Galvinaj thou light of the cave of

Ronan. A deer appears on Mora's brow. I go ; but I will foon return.

I fear, fhe faid, dark Grumal my foe ; he haunts the cave of Ronan.

I will reft among the arms i but foon return, my love.

He went to the deer of Mora. The daughter of Conloch would,

try his love. She cloathed her white fides with his armour, and

ftrode from the cave of Ronan. He thought it was his foe. His

heart beat high. His colour changed, and darknefs dimmed his

eyes. He drew the bow. The arrow flew. Galvina fell in blood.

He run with wildnefs in his fleps and called the daughter of Con-

loch. No anfwer in the lonely rock. Where are thou, O my love !

He faw, at length, her heaving heart beating around the arrow he

threw. O Conloch's daughter, is it thou ? He funk upon her breaft.

The hunters found the haplefs pairj he afterwards walked the

hill. But many and filent were his fteps round the dark dwelling of

* The unfortunate death of this Ronan is tion of thu poet.—Many poems go under

the fubjed of the ninth fragmtnt of an- his name that have been evidently com-

cient poetry publiflied laft year : it is not pofed fince his timej they are very nu-

the work of Offian, though it is writ in merous in Ireland, and fome have come.to

bis manner, and bears the genuine marks the tranflator's hands. They are trivial and

of antiquity.—The concife expreflions of dull to the laft degree ; fwelling into ridi-

Oflian are imitated, but the thoughts are culous bombaft, or finking into the lowed

too jejune and confined to be the produc- kind of profaic ftyle.

F his
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his love. The fleet of the ocean came. He fought, the ftrangers

fled. He fearched for his death over the field. But who could kill

the mighty Comal ! He threw away his dark-brown fhield. An
•arrow found his manly breaft. He fleeps with his loved Galvina at

the noife of the founr'-ng furge. Their green tombs are (qgh by the

mariner, when he bounds on the waves of the north.

FINGAL,
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PLEASANT are the words of the fong, faid CuchulHn, and

lovely are the tales of other times. They are like the calm,

dew of the morning on the hill of roes, when the fun Is faint on

its fide, and the lake is fettled and blue in the vale. O Carril, raife

again thy voice, and let me hear the fong of Tura : which was fung

in my halls of joy, when Fingal king of fliields was there, and

glowed at the deeds of his fathers.

FixN'gal! thou man of battle, faid Carril, early were thy deeds

in arms. Lochlin was confumed in thy wrath, when thy youth

ftrove with the beauty of maids. They fmiled at the fair-blooming

face of the hero ; but death was in his hands. Fie v/as ftrong as

* The fecond night, fince the opening fiory of Agandecca is introduced here with

of the poem, continues; and Cuchullin, propriety, as great ufc is made of it in the

Connal, and Carril ftill fit in the place courfe of the poem, and as it, in forac

defcribed in the preceding book. The meafure, brings about the catafirophe.

F 2 the
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the waters of Lora. His followers were like the roar of a thoufand

ftreams. They took the king of Lochlin in battle, but refbored him

to his fliips. His big heart fwelled with pride ; and the death of

the youth was dark in his foul. For none ever, but Fingal, over-

came the ilrength of the mighty Starno *.

He fat in the hall of his fliells in Lochlin's woody land. He
called the gray-haired Snivan, that often fung round the circle f of

Loda : when the flone of power heard his cry, and the battle turned

in the field of the valiant.

Go ; gray-haired Snivan, Starno faid, to Ardven's fea-furrounded

recks. Tell to Fingal king of the defart ; he that is the faireft

among his thoufands, tell him I give him my daughter, the lovelieft

maid that ever heaved a breaft of fnow. Her arms are white as the

foam of my waves. Her foul is generous and mild. Let him. come

with his braveft heroes to the daughter of the fecret hall.

Snivan came to Albion's windy hills ; and fair-haired Fingal

went. His kindled foul flew before him as he bounded on the

waves of the north.

Welcome, faid the dark-brown Starno, welcome, king of rocky

Morven ; and ye his heroes of might ; fons of the lonely ille ! Three

days within my halls fliall ye feaft ; and three days purfue my boars,

that your fame may reach the maid that dwells in the fecret hall.

* Starno was the father of Swaran as f This paiTage moft certainly alludes to

well as Agandecca. His fierce and cruel the religion of Lochlin, and the Jlont cf

cftaracier is well marked In other poems /);u'<t here mentioned is the image of one

concerning the times. cf the deities of Scandanavia.

Thi
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The king of rnow * deligned their death, and gave the feaft of

(hells. Fingal, who doubted the foe, kept on his arms of fleel. The

ions of death were afraid, and fled from the eyes of the hero. The

voice of fprightly mirth arofe. The trembling harps of joy are

flrung. Bards fing the battle of heroes j or the heaving breaft of

love. Ullin, Fingal's bard, was there; the fweet voice of the

hill of Cona. He praifed the daughter of the fnow ; and Morven's
-f-

higli-defcended chief. The daughter of the fnow overheard, and

left the hall of her fecret figh. She came in all her beauty, like the

moon from the cloud of the eaft. Lovelinefs was around her as

light. Her fteps were like the mufic of fongs. She faw the youth

and loved him. He was the ilolen figh of her foul. Her blue

eye rolled on him in fecret : and flie bleft the chief of Morven.

The third day with all its beams, flione bright on the wood of

boars. Forth moved the dark-browed Starno ; and Fingal, king of

Ihields. Half the day they fpent in the chace ; and the ipear of

Fingal was red in the blood of Gormal.

It was then the daughter of Starno, with blue eyes rolling in

tears, came with her voice of love and fpoke to the king of Morven.

Fingal, high -defcended chief, truft not Starno's heart of pride.

Within that wood he has placed his chiefs ; beware of the wood

of death. But, remember, fon of the hill, remember Agan-

decca : fave me from the wrath of my father, king of the windy

Morven !

* Starno is here poetically called the king f '^'1 the North- weft toaft of Scotland

of fnow, from the ^reat quantiries of fnow probably went of old under the name of Mor-

thatfall in his dominions. v«n, which rig,iiifics a ridge of very high hili?.-

4 Th.e
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The youth, with unconcern, went on; his heroes by his fide.

The fons of death fell by his hand ; and Gormal ecchoed around.

. Before the halls ofStarno the fons of the chace convened. The

king's dark brows were like clouds. His eyes like meteors of night.

Bring hither, he cries, Agandecca to her lovely king of Morven.

His hand is ftained with the blood of my people ; and her words

have not been in vain.—

—

She came with the red eye of tears. She came with her loofe

raven locks. Her white breaft heaved with fighs, like the foam of

the flreamy Lubar. Starno pierced her lide with fteel. She fell

like a wreath of fnow that Aides from the rocks of Ronan ; when

the woods are llill, and the eccho deepens in the vale.

Then Fingal eyed his valiant chiefs, his valiant chiefs took arms.

The gloom of the battle roared, and Lochlin fled or died. Pale,

in his bounding fliip he clofed the maid of the raven hair. Her

tomb afcends on Ardven, and the fea roars round the dark dwelling

of Agandecca.

Blessed be her foul, laid Cuchullin, and blefled be the mouth

of the fong. Strong was the youth of Fingal, and flrong is his

arm of age. Lochlin liiall fall again before the king of ecchoing

Morven. Shew thy face from a cloud, O moon ; light his white

i^ils on the wave of the night. And if any ftrong fpirit * of heaven

* This is the only pafTage in the poem a fuperior being, or the ghofts of deceafed

that has the appearance of religion.—But warriors, who were fuppofed in thofe times

Cuchu'.Iin's apoflrophe to this fpirit is ac- to rule the ftorms, and to tranfport them-

companied with a doubt ; fo that it is not felves in a guft of wind from or.e country

e fy to determine whether the hero meant to another.

X fits
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fits on that low-hung cloud ; turn his dark ftiips from the rock,

thou rider of the ilorm !

Such were the words of Cuchullin at the found of the mountain-

ftrcam, when Calmar afcended the hill, the wounded fon of Matha.

From the field he came in his blood. He leaned on his bending

fpear. Feeble is t"he arm of battle ! but ftrong the foul of the hero

!

Welcome ! O fon of Matha, faid Connal, welcome art thou to

thy friends ! Why burfts that broken figh from the breaft of him

that never feared before ?

Akd never, Connal, will he fear, chief of the pointed fleel. My
foul brightens in danger, and exults in the noife of battle. I am of

the race of fteel ; my fathers never feared.

CoRMAR was the firfl: of my race. He fported through the

ftorms of the waves. His black fkiff bounded on ocean, and travel-

led on the wings of the blafl:. A fpirit once embroiled the night.

Seas fwell and rocks refound. Winds drive along the clouds. The
lightning flies on wings of fire. He feared and came to land : then

bluflied that he feared at all. He ruflied again among the waves to

find the fon of the wind. Three youths guide the bounding bark;

he flood with the fword unfheathed. When the low-hung vapour

paffed, he took it by the curling head, and fearched its dark womb
with his fteel. The fon of the wind forfook the air. The mooa
and ftars returned.

Such was the boldnefs of my race; and Calmar is like his fa-

thers. Danger flies from the uplifted fword. They beft fucceed

who dare.

But
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But now, ye fons of green-vallyed Erin, retire from Lena's

bloody heath. Collect the iad remnant of our friends, and join the

fword of Fingal. I heard the found of Lochlin's advancing arms ;

but Calmar will remain and fight. My voice fhall be fuch, my
friends, as if thoufands were behind me. But, fon of Semo, re-

member me. Remember Calmar's lifelefs corfe. After Fingal has

wafted the field, place me by foms flone of remembrance, that fu-

ture times may hear my fame; and the mother of Calmar rejoice

over the ftone of my renown.

No : fon of Matha, faid CuchuUin, I will never leave thee. JVIy joy

is in the unequal field : and mv foul increafes in danger. Connal, and

Carril of other times, carry off" the fad fons of Erin; and when the

battle is over, fearch for our pale corfes in this narrow way. For near

this oak we fliall ftand in the flream of the battle of thoufands.

O Fithil's fon, with feet of v/ind, flv over the heath of Lena.

Tell to Fingal that Erin is inthralled, and bid the king of Morven

haften. O let him come like the fun in a ftorm, when he fliines

on the hills of grafs.

Morning is gray on Cromla; the fons of the fea afcend. Cal-

mar flood forth to meet them in the pride of his kindling foul. But

pale was the fiice of the warrior ; he leaned on his father's fpear.

That fpear which he brought from Lara's hall, when the foul of

his mother was fad.——But flowly now the hero falls like a tree on

the plains of Cona. Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like a rock * in a

• riirt zrirprt So fomc tall rock o'erhangs the hoarv main,

HXi'faTCj, fxtyaXr!, zroXtr,'; dxti tT^-J; By winds afTail'd, by billows beat in vain,

livx, &c. Unmov'd it hear?, above, the tetnpefts blow,

HoM. II. 15. And fees the watry mountains break below.

Pope.

fa»dy
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fandy vale. The fea comes with its waves, and roars on its harden-

ed fides. Its head is covered with foam, and the hills are ecchoing

around. Now from the gray mift of the ocean, the white-failed

fhips of Fingal appear. High is the grove of their marts as they

nod, by turns, on the rolling wave.

SwARAN faw them from the hill, and returned from the fons of

Erin. As ebbs the refounding fea through the hundred ifles of Inis-

tore j fo loud, fo vaft, fo immenfe returned the fons of Lochlin

againft the king of the defart hill. But bending, weeping, fad, and

flow, and dragging his long fpear behind, Cuchullin funk in Crom-

la's wood, and mourned his fallen friends. He feared the face of

Fingal, who was wont to greet him from the fields of renown.

How many lie there of my heroes ! the chiefs of Inisfail ! they

that were chearful in the hall when the found of the fhells arofe.

No more fhall I find their fteps in the heath, or hear their voice in

the chace of the hinds. Pale, filent, low on bloody beds are they

who were my friends ! O fpirits of the lately-dead, meet Cuchullin

on his heath. Converfe with him on the wind, when the ruftling

tree of Tura's cave refounds. There, far remote, I fliall lie un-

known. No bard fhall hear of me. No gray ftone fhall rife to my
renown. Mourn me with the dead, O Eragela ! departed is my
fame.

Such were the words of Cuchullin when he funk in the woods

of Cromla.

Fingal, tall in his fliip, ftretched his bright lance before him.

Terrible was the gleam of the fteel : it was like the green meteor of

death, fetting in the heath of Malmor, when the traveller is alone,

and the broad moon is darkened in heaven,

G The



42 F I N G A L, Book III.

The battle is over, faid the king, and I behold the blood of my

friends. Sad is the heath of Lena ; and mournful the oaks of

Cromla : the hunters have fallen there in their ftrength ; and the

fon of Semo is no more. Ryno and Fillan, my fons, found the

horn of Fingal's war. Afcend that hill on the fliore, and call the

children of the foe. Call them from the grave of Lamdarg, the

chief of other times.

Be your voice like that of your father, vi'hen he enters the battles

of his ftrength. I w^ait for the dark mighty man j I wait on Lena's

fliore for Swaran. And let him come with all his race ; for ftrong

in battle are the friends of the dead.

Fair Ryno flew like lightning i dark Fillan as the fliade of au-

tumn. On Lena's heath their voice is heard; the fons of ocean

heard the horn of Fingal's war. As the roaring eddy of ocean re-

turning from the kingdom of fnows; fo flrong, fo dark, fo fudden

came down the fons of Lochlin. The king in their front appears

in the difmal pride of his arms. Wrath burns in his dark-brown

face : and his eyes roll in the fire of his valour.

FiNGAL beheld the fon of Starno ; and he remembered Agan-

decca. For Swaran with the tears of youth had mourned his

white-bofomed filler. He fent Ullin of the fongs to bid him to the

feaft of fliells. For pleafant on Fingal's foul returned the remem-

brance of the firft of his loves.

Ullin came with aged fteps, and fpoke to Starno's fon. O thou

that dwelleft afar, furrounded, like a rock, with thy waves, come to

the feaft of the king, and pafs the day in reft. To morrow let us

fight, O Swaran, and break the ecchoing fhields.^ "
To-
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To-day, faid Starno's wrathful fon, we break the eccholng fhields:

to-morrow my feafl will be ipread ; and Fingal lie on earth.

And to-morrow let his feaft be fpread, faid Fingal with a fmile;

for to-day, O my fons, we fliall break the ecchoing fhields.

Offian, ftand thou near my arm. Gaul, lift thy terrible fword.

Fergus, bend thy crooked yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance through

heaven. Lift your fhields like the darkened moon. Be your

Ipears the meteors of death. Follow me in the path of my fame j

and equal my deeds in battle.

Asa hundred winds on Morven ,• as the flreams of a hundred

hills ; as clouds fly fuccefTive over heaven ; or, as the dark ocean

afTaults the fliore of the defart : fo roaring, fo vaft, fo terrible the

armies mixed on Lena's ecchoing heath.

The groan of the people fpread over the hills ; it was like the

thunder of night, when the cloud burfts on Cona ; and a thoufand

ghofls fliriek at once on the hollow wind.

Fingal ruflied on in his ftrength, terrible as the fpirit of Tren-

mor; when, in a whirlwind, he comes to Morven to fee the chil-

dren of his pride The oaks refound on their hills, and the rocks

fall down before him. Bloody was the hand of my father when he

whirled the lightning of his fword. He remembers the battles of

his youth, and the field is wafled in his courfe.

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire. Dark is the brow of Gaul.

Fergus rufhed forward with feet of wind ; and Fillan like the mift

G 2 of
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of the hill. Myfelf *, like a rock, came down, I exulted in

the flrengtii of the king. Many were the deaths of my arm ; and

difmal was the gleam of my fword. My locks were not then fo

gray ; nor trembled my hands of age. My eyes were not clofed in

darknefs ; nor failed my feet in the race.

Who can relate the deaths of the people ; or the deeds of mighty

heroes ; when Fingal, burning in his wrath, confumed the fons of

Lochlin ? Groans fwelled on groans from hill to hill, till night had

covered all. Pale, flaring like a herd of deer, the fons of Lochlin

convene on Lena. We fat and heard the fprightly harp at Lubar's

gentle ftream. Fingal himfelf was next to the foe ; and liftened to

the tales of bards. His godlike race were in the fong, the chiefs of

other times. Attentive, leaning on his fliield, the king of Morven

fat. The wind whiftled through his aged locks, and his thoughts

are of the days of other years. Near him on his bending fpear,

my young, my lovely Ofcar ftood. He admired the king of Mor-

ven : and his adions were fwelling in his foul.

Son of my fon, begun the king, O Ofcar, pride of youth, I faw

the fhining of thy fword and gloried in my race. Purfue the glory

of our fathers, and be what they have been ; when Trenmor lived,

the firfl of men, and Trathal the father of heroes. They fought the

battle in their youth, and are the fong of bards.

O Oscar ! bend the flrong in arm : but fpare the feeble hand.

Be thou a ftream of many tides againfi: the foes of thy people ; but

* Here the poet celebrates his own ac- fuggerts to him the helplefs fituation of his

tions, but he does it in fuch a manner that age. We do not defpife him for felHfh

we are not difpleafed. The mention of praife, but feel his misfortunes,

the great adions of his youth immediately

like
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like the gale that moves the gnvfs to thofe who afk thine aid.

So Trenmor lived ; fuch Trathal was ; and fuch has Fingal been.

My arm was the fupport of the injured; and the weak refted behind

the lightning of my fteel.

Oscar ! I was young like thee, when lovely Fainafollis came:

that fun-beam ! that mild light of love ! the daughter of Craca's *

king ! I then returned from Cona's heath, and few were in my
train. A white-failed boat appeared far off; we faw it like a mift

that rode on ocean's blaft. It foon approached ; we faw the fair.

Her white breaft heaved with fighs. The wind was in her loofe

dark hair : her rofy cheek had tears.

Daughter of beauty, calm I faid, whatfigh is in that breaft ?

Can I, young as I am, defend thee, daughter of the fea ? My fword

is not unmatched in war, but dauntlefs is my heart.

To thee I fly, with fighs fhe replied, O prince of mighty men !

To thee I fly, chief of the generous fhells, fupporter of the feeble

hand ! The king of Craca's ecchoing ifle owned me the fun-beam

of his race. And often did the hills of Cromala reply to the fighs of

love for the unhappy Fainafollis. Sora's chief beheld me fair ; and

loved the daughter of Craca. His fword is like a beam of light

upon the warrior's fide. But dark is his brow ; and tempefls are in

his foul. I fhun him on the rolling fea ; but Sora's chief purfues.

Reft thou, I faid, behind my fliield ; reft in peace, thou beam of

light ! The gloomy chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal's arm is like his

* What the Craca here mentioned was, that it was one of the Shetland ides.

—

is not, at this diftance of time, eafyto de- There is a ftory concerning a daughter of

termine. The moft probable opinion is, the king of Craca in the fixth book.

foul.
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foul. In fome lone cave I might conceal thee, daughter of the fea !

But Fingal never flies ; for where the danger threatens, I rejoice kx

the ftorm of (pears.

I SAW the tears upon her cheek. I pitied Craca's fair.

Now, like a dreadful wav'e afar, appeared the fliip of firormy

Borbar. His mafts high-bended over the fea behind their fheets of

fnow. White roll the waters on either fide. The flreno;th of

ocean founds. Come thou, I faid, from the roar of ocean, thou

rider of the florm. Partake the feafl within my hall. It is the

houfe of Grangers.

The maid flood trembling by my fide ; he drew the bow : (he

fell. Unerring is thy hand, I faid, but feeble was the foe.

We fought, nor weak was the ftrife of death. He funk beneath

my fword. We laid tliem in two tombs of ftones ; die haplefs lo-

vers of youth.

Such have I been in my youth, O Ofcar; be thou like the

age of Fingal. Never fearch for the battle, nor fliun it when it

comes.

Fill AN and Ofcar of the dark-brown hair; ye children of the

race -, fly over the heath of roaring winds ; and view the fons of

Lochlin. Far off I hear the noife of their fear, like the ftorms of

ecchoing Cona. Go : that they may not fly my fword along the

waves of the north. For many chiefs of Erin's race lie here on

the dark bed of death. The cliildren of the ftorni are low ; the

fons of ecchoing Cromla.

J The
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The heroes flew like two dark clouds : two dark clouds that are

the chariots of ghofls ; when air's dark children come to frighten

haplefs men.

It was then that Gaul *, the fon of Morni, flood like a rock in

the night. His fpear is glittering to the ftars ; his voice like many

ftreams.

Son of battle, cried the chief, O Fingal, king of fliells! let the

bards of many fongs footh Erin's friends to reft. And, Fingal,

fheath thy fword of death ; and let thy people fight. We wither

away without our fame ; for our king is the only breaker of fliields.

When morning rifes on our hills, behold at a diftance our deeds.

Let Lochlin feel the fword of Morni's fon, tliat bards may {mg of

me. Such was the cuitom heretofore of Fingal's noble race. Such

was thine own, thou king of fwords, in battles of the fpear.

O SON of Morni, Fingal replied, I glory in thy fame. Fight;

but my Ipear fhall be near to aid thee in the midft of danger. Raife,

raife the voice, fons of the fong, and lull me into reft. Here will

Fingal lie amidft the wind of night. And if thou, Agandecca,

art near, among the children of thy land ; if thou fitteft on a blaft

of wind among the high-fhrowded marts of Lochlin ; come to my
dreams

-f-,
my fair one, and fhew thy bright face to my foul.

* Gaul, the fon of Morni, was chief of a more fttength than condud in battle. He

tribe that difputed long, the pre-eminence, was very fond of military fame, and here

with Fingal himfelf. They were reduced hedemands the next battle to himfelf.—The
at lad to obedience, and Gaul, from an poet, by an artifice, removes Fingal, that

enemy, turned Fingal's beft friend and his return may be the more magnificent,

greateft hero. His character is fomething f The poet prepares us for the dream of

like that of Ajax in the Iliad ; a hero of Fingal in the next book.

Manv
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Many a voice and many a harp in tuneful founds arofe. Of Fin-

gal's noble deeds they fung, and of the noble race of the hero. And

fometimes on the lovely found was heard the name of the now

mournful Offian.

Often have I fought, and often won in battles of the fpear. But

blind, and tearful, and forlorn I now walk with little men. O Fin-

gal, with thy race of battle I now behold thee not. The wild roes

feed upon the green tomb of the mighty king of Morven. Bleft

be thy foul, thou king of fwords, thou moft renowned on the hills

of Cona

!

F 1 N G A L,
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WHO comes with her fongs from the mountain, like the

bow of the fliowery Lena ? It is the maid of the voice of

love. The white-armed daughter of Tofcar. Often haft thou heard

my fong, and given the tear of beauty. Doft thou come to the

battles of thy people, and to hear the actions of Ofcar ? When fliall

I ceafe to mourn by the ftreams of the ecchoing Cona ? My years

have pafled away in battle, and my age is darkened with forrow.

Daughter of the hand of fnow ! I was not fo mournful and

blind; I was not fo dark and forlorn when Everallin loved me.

* Fingal being afleep, and the aflion middle of the third night from the opening

fufpended by night, the poet introduces the of the poem. This book, as many of

ftory ofhiscourtfhip of Evirallin thedaugh- Offian's other compofitions, is addreffed

t:r of Branno. The epifode is necefiary^ to the beautiful Malvina the daughter of

to clear up feveral paflages that follow in Tofcar. She appears to have been in love

the poem ; at the fame time that it na- with Ofcar, and to have affefled the com-

turally brings on the aflion of the book, pany of the father after the death of the

which may be fuppofed to begin about the fon.

H Everallin
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Everallin with the dark-brown hair, the white-bofomed loveof Cor-

mac. A thoufand heroes fought the maid, flie denied her love to a

thoufand; the fons of the fword were defpifed j for graceful in her

eyes was Offian.

I WENT in fuit of the maid to Lego's fible furge ; twelve of my
people were there, the fons of the ftreamy Morven. We came to

Branno friend of llrangers : Branno of the founding mail. From

whence, he faid, are the arms of fteel ? Not eafy to win is the maid

that has denied the blue-eyed fons of Erin. But bleft be thou, O
fon of Fingal, happy is the maid that waits thee. Tho' twelve

daughters of beauty were mine, thine were the choice, thou fon of

fame ! Then he opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired

Everallin. Joy kindled in our breafts of fleel and bleft the maid

of Branno.

Above us on the hill appeared the people of ftately Cormac.

Eight were the heroes of the chief j and the heath flamed with their

arms. There CoUa, Durra of the wounds, there mighty Tofcar,

and Tago, there Freftal the victorious flood ; Dairo of the happy

deeJs, and Dala the battle's bulwark in the narrow way. The

fword flamed in the hand of Cormac, and graceful was the look of

the hero.

Eight were the heroes of Offian; Ullin ftormy fon of war;

MuUo of the generous deeds; the noble, the graceful Scelacha;

Oglan, and Cerdal the wrathful, and Dumariccan's brows of death..

And why fhould Ogar be the laft ; fo wide renowned on the hills

of Ardven ?

Ogar met Dala the flrong, face to face, on the field of heroes.

The battle of the chiefs was like the wind on ocean's foamy waves.

The
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The dagger is remembered by Ogar ; the weapon which he loved ;

nine times he drowned it in Dela's fide. The ftormy battle turned.

Three times I broke on Cormac's fhield : three times he broke his

ipear. But, unhappy youth of love ! I cut his head away. riRve

times I fliook it by the lock. The friends of Cormac fled.

Whoever would have told me, lovely maid, when then I ftrovc

in battle ; that blind, forfaken, and forlorn I now fliould pafs the

night ; firm ought his mail to have been, and unmatched his arm

in battle.

Now * on Lena's gloomy heath the voice of mufic died away.

The unconftant blaft blew hard, and the high oak fliook its leaves

around me ; of Everallin were my thoughts, when flie, in all the

light of beauty, and her blue eyes rolling in tears, flood on a cloud

before my fight, and fpoke with feeble voice.

O OssiAN, rife and fave my fon ; fave Ofcar prince of men, near

the red oak of Lubar's ftream, he fights with ochlin's fons. She

funk into her cloud again. I clothed me with my fteel. My fpear

fupported my fteps, and my rattling armour rung. I hummed, as I

was wont in danger, the fongs of heroes of old. Like diftant thun-

der -f Lochlin heard ; they fled ; my fon purfued.

* The poet returns to his fubjedt. If my. This paflage refembles one in the

one could fix the time of the year in which eighteenth Iliad, where the voice of Achil-

the adlionof the poem happened, from the les frightens the Trojans from the body of

fcene defcribed here, I (hould be tempted Patroclus.

to place it in autumn —The trees (bed Forth march'd the chief, and diftant from

their leaves, and the winds are variable, the crowd

both which circumftances agree with that liighontherampartraib'd hisvoicealoud.

feafon of the year. So high his brazen voice the hero rear'd,

t Offian gives the reader a high Idea of Hofts drop their arms and trembled as

himftlf. His very fong frightens the ene- they fear'd. Pope.

H2 ICALLED
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I CALLED him like a diftaiit flream. My fon return over Lena.

No further purfue the foe, though Offian is behind thee. He

came ; and lovely in my ear was Ofcar's founding fteel. Why didft

thoii flop my hand, lie faid, till death had covered all .'' For dark

and dreadful by the ilream they met thy fon and Fillan. They

watched the terrors of the night. Our fwords have conquered

fome. But as the winds of night pour the ocean over the white

fands of Mora, fo dark advance the fons of Lochlin over Lena's

ruftling heath. The ghofts of night fliriek afar; and I have feen

the meteors of death. Let me awake the king of Morven, he

that fmiles in danger ; for he is like the fun of heaven that rifes in

a llorm.

FinGAL had ftarted from a dream, and leaned on Trenmor's

fliield ; the dark-brown fhield of his fathers ; which they had lifted

of old in the battles of their race.

My hero had feen in his reft the mournful form of Agandecca ;

file came from the way of the ocean, and flowly, lonely, moved over

Lena, Her face was pale like the mift of Cromla ; and dark were

the tears of her cheek. She often raifed her dim hand from her

robe ; her robe which was of the clouds of the defart : fhe raifed her

dim hand over Fingal, and turned away her filent eyes.

Why weeps the daughter of Starno, faid Fingal, with a figh ?

Why is thy face fo pale, thou daughter of the clouds ?

She departed on the wind of Lena ; and left him in the midft of

the night. She mourned the fons of her people that were to fall

by Fingal's hand.

The
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The hero ftarted from reft, and ftill beheld her in his foul .

The found of Ofear's fteps approached. The king faw the gray

fhield on his fide. For the faint beam of the morning came over

the waters of Ulhn.

What do the foes in their fear, faid the rifing king of Morven?

Or fly they through ocean's foam, or wait they the battle of fteel ?

But why fliould Fingal afk ? I hear their voice on the early wind.—
Fly over Lena's heath, O Ofcar, and awake our friends to battle.

The king ftood by the ftone of Lubar ; and thrice reared his ter-

rible voice. The deer ftarted from the fountains of Cromla ; and

all the rocks fhook on their hills. Like the noife of a hundred

mountain-ftireams, that burft, and roar, and foam : like the clouds

that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of the Iky ; fo met the fons

of the defart, round the terrible voice of Fingal. For pleafant was

the voice of the king of Morven to the warriors of his land : for often

had he led them to battle, and returned with the ipoils of the foe.

Come to battle, faid the king, ye children of the ftorm. Come
to the death of thoufands. Comhal's fon will fee the fight. My
fword fhall wave on that hill, and be the fhield of my people. But

never may you need it, warriors j while the fon of Morni fights, the

chief of mighty men. He fhall lead my battle; that his fame

may rife in the fong.

O YE ghofts of heroes dead ! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla !

receive my falling people with joy, and bring them to your hills.

—

And may the blaft of Lena carry them over my feas, tliat they may
come to my filent dreams, and delight my foul in reft.

FiLLAN
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FiLLAN and Ofcar, of the dark-brown hair! ftir Ryno, with

the pointed fteel ! advance with valour to the fight -, and behold the

fon of Morni. Let your fwords be like his in the ftrife : and behold
,

the deeds of his hands. Protetfl the friends of your father : and

remember the chiefs of old. My children, I will fee you yet,

though here ye fhould fall in Erin. Soon fliall our cold, pale ghofts

meet in a cloud, and fly over the hills of Cona.

Now like a dark and flormy cloud, edged round ^^'ith the red

lightning of heaven, and flying wefl;ward from the morning's beam,

the king of hills removed. Terrible is the light of his armour, and

two fpears are in his hand. His gray hair falls on the wind.

He often looks back on the war. Three bards attend the fon of

fame, to carry his words to the heroes.—High on Cromla's fide he

fat, waving the lightning of his fword, and as he waved we moved.

Joy rofe in Ofcar's face. His cheek is red. His eye fheds tears.

The fword is abeam ofhrein his hand. He came, and fmiling,

fpoke to Oflian.

O RULER of the fight of fteel ! my father, hear thy fon. Retire

with Morven's mighty chief j and give me Oflian's fame. And if

here I fall ; my king, remember that breaft of fnow, that lonely

fun-beam of my love, the white-handed daughter of Tofcar. For

with red cheek from the rock, and bending over the ftream, her foft

hair flies about her bofom as flie pours the figh for Ofcar. Tell her

I am on my hills a lightly-bounding fon of the wind ; that hereafter,

in a cloud, I may meet the lovely maid of Tofcar.

Raise, Ofcar, rather raife my tomb. I will not yield the fight

to thee. For firft and bloodieft in the war my arm fhall teach

8 thee
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thee how to fight. But, remember, my fon, to place this fword,

this bow, and the horn of my deer, within that dark and narrow

houfe, wlrole mark is one gray iione. Ofcar, I have no love to leave

to the care of my fon ; for graceful Evirallin is no more, the lovely

daughter of Bran no.

Such were our words, when Gaul's loud voice came growing on

the wind. He waved on high the fword of his father, and rurtied

to death and wounds.

. As waves white-bubbling over the deep come fwelling, roaring

on J as rocks of ooze meet roaring waves : fo foes attacked and

fought. Man met witli man, and fteel with fteel. Shields found,

men fall. As a hundred hammers on the fon of the furnace, fo rofe,

&> rung their fwords^

Gaul rufhed on like a whirlwind in Ardven. The deftrudlioa

of heroes is on his fword. Swaran was like the fire of the defart in

the ecchoing heath of Gormal. How can I give to the fong the

death of many fpears ? My fword rofe high, and flamed in the ftrife

of blood. And, Ofcar, terrible wert thou, my beft, my greateft

fon ! I rejoiced in my fecret foul, when his fword flamed over the

flain. They fled amain through Lena's heath : and v/e purfued and

flew. As fl;ones that bound from rock to rock ; as axes in- ecchoing

woods i as thunder rolls from hill to hill in difmal broken peals } fo

blow fucceeded to blow, and death to deatli, from the hand of Ofcar *

and mine.

* Oflian never fails to give a fine cha- a propriety in dweHlr.g here on the a(£l!on3

rafter of his beloved fon. His fpeech to pf Ofcar, as the beautiful Miilvinj, to

his faiher is that of a hero ; it contains the whom the book is addr^ifled, was in love-

fubmiffion due to a parent, and the warmth v/ith that hero,

that becomes a young warrior. There is

But
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But Swaran clofed round Morni's fon, as the ftrength of the tide

of Iniftore. The king half-rofe from his hill at the fight, and half-

afllimed the fpear. Go, Ullin, go, my aged bard, begun the king

ofMorven. Remind the mighty Gaul of battle; remind him of

his fathers. Support the yielding fight with fong; for fong enlivens

war. Tall Ullin went, with fteps of age, and fpoke to the king

of fwords.

Son * of the chief of generous fteeds ! high-bounding king of

Ipears. Strong arm in every perilous toll. Hard heart that never

yields. Chief of the pointed anns of death. Cut down the foe;

let no white fail bound round dark Iniftore. Be thine arm like

thunder. Thine eyes like fire, thy heart of folid rock. Whirl round

thy fword as a meteor at night, and lift thy fliield like the flame of

death. Son of the chief of generous llieeds, cut down the foe ; deftroy.

The hero's heart beat high. But Swaran came with battle. He
cleft the fliield of Gaul in twain ; and the fons of the defart fled.

Now Fingal arofe in his might, and thrice he reared his voice.

Cromla anfwered around, and the fons of the defart flood ftill.

They bent their red faces to earth, aihamed at tlie prefence of Fin-

gal. He came like a cloud of rain in the days of the fun, when

flow it rolls on the hill, and fields expedt the fhower. Swaran be-

held the terrible king of Morven, and flopped in the midfl: of his

courfe. Dark he leaned on his fpear, rolling his red eyes around.

Silent and tall he feemed as an oak on the banks of Lubar, which

* The war-fong of Ullin varies from the rhymes, has been carried down almoft to

reft of the poem in the verfification. It runs our own times. Several of thefe war-fongs

down like a torrent ; and confifts almoft are extant, but the moft of them are only

ir.tire'y of epithets. The cuftom of en- a group of epithets, without beauty or har-

couraging men in battle wiih extempore mony, utterly deflitute of poetical merit.

I had
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had its branches blafted of old by the lightning of heaven.- It

bends over the ftream, and the gray mofs whiftles in the vv^ind : fo

flood the king. Then (lowly he retired to the riling heath of Lena.

His thoLifands pour around the hero, and the darknels of battle ga-

thers on the hill.

FiNGAL, like a beam from heaven, flione in the midlT: of his

people. His heroes gather around him, and he fends forth the voice

of his power. Raife my flandards * on high,—fpread them on Le-

na's wind, like the flames of an hundred hills. Let them found on

the winds of Erin, and remind us of the fight. Ye fons of the roar-

ing ftreams, that pour from a thoufand hills, be near the king of

Morven : attend to the words of his power. Gaul ftrongefl arm of

death ! O Ofcar, of the future fights j Connal, fon of the blue

blades of Sora^ Dermid of the dark-brown hair, and Ofilan king

of many fongs, be near your father's arm.

We reared the fun-beam
-f-

of battle ; the ftandard of the king.

Each hero's foul exulted with joy, as, waving, it flew on the wind.

It was ftudded with gold above, as the blue wide fliell of the nightly

flcy. Each hero had his ftandard tooj and each his gloomy men.

Behold, faid the king of generous fliells, how Lochlin divides

on Lena. They Hand like broken clouds on the hill, or an half

confumed grove of oaks ; when we fee the fky through its branches,

and the meteor pafllng behind. Let every chief among the friends

* Th' imperial enfign, which full high + Fingal's ftandard was difiinguiftieJ by

advanc'd, the name o(fun-beam ;
probably on account

Shone like a meteor ftrcaming to the of its bright colour, and its being ftudded

wind. withgold. Tobegin a battle isexprefled,in

Milton. old compofitionjby lifting ofih;fun-beam.

I of
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of Fingal take a dark troop of thofe that frown fo high ; nor let a

fen of the ecchoing groves bound on the waves of Iniftore.

Mine, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs that came from LanoV

lake. Let Iniflorc's dark king, faid Ofcar, come to the fword

of Offian's fon. To mine the king of Inifcon, faid Connal, heart

of fleel ! Or Mudan's chief or I, faid brown-haired Dermid, fhalL

fleep on clay-cold earth. My choice, though now fo weak and

dark, was Terman's battling king ; I promifed with my hand to

win the hero's dark-brown fliield. Blcft and vidlorious be my

chiefs, faid Fingal of the mildefl: look ; Swaran, king of roaring

waves, thou art the choice of Fingal.

Now, like an hundred different winds that pour through many

vales; divided, dark the fons of the hill advanced, and Cromla ec-

choed around.

How can I relate the deaths v>'hen we clofed in the Arife of our

fleel ? O daughter of Tofcar ! bloody were our hands ! The gloomy

ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks of the roaring Cona. Our

arms were vidtorious on Lena : each chief fulfilled his promife. Be-

ffde the murmur of Branno thou didft often fit, O maid ; when thy

white bofom rofe frequent, like the down of the fwan when flov/

rtie fails the lake, and fidelong winds are blowing. Thou haft

feen the fun * retire red and flow behind his cloud ; night gathering

* Sol qucque tf exoriens U' cum fe andit Above the reft the fun, who never lies,

in undiis Foretels the change of weather in the fkies>

Sigia debit. So!emcert'jJimafi2nafcquun:ury For if he rife, unAilling to his race,

Vt qua mane refcrt^ fs" quafurgentibns qflr'ts. Clouilb on his bf > w and fpots upon his face ;

Jlle ubi najcentcm macuUs variavtrit ortum Or if tliro' mifts he fhoots his fullen bcairs,

Conditus Innubem, medlojue refugerit orhe
;

Frugal of light.in ioofc and fir.igg1ing ii reams,

Sujpelli tibifu.t imbns, ViRG. Sufpcd a drifling day, Drvden.

round
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rounJ on the mountain, while the unfrequent blaft * roared in narrow

vales. At length the rain beats hard -, and thunder rolls in peals.

Lightning glances on the rocks. Spirits ride on beams of fire. And
the ftrength of the mountain-flreams y comes roaring down the

hills. Such was the noife of battle, maid of the arms of fnow. Why,
daughter of the hill, that tear ? the maids of Lochlin have caufe to

weep. The people of their country fell, for bloody were the blue

blades of the race of my heroes. But I am fad, forlorn, and blind

;

and no more the companion of heroes. Give, lovely maid, to me
thy tears, for I have feen the tombs of all my friends.

It was then by Fingal's hand a hero fell, to his grief. Gray--

haired he rolled in the dufl, and lifted his faint eyes to the king.

And is it by me thou haft fallen, faid the fon of Comhal, thoit

friend of Agandecca ! I have feen thy tears for the maid of my love

in the halls of the bloody Starno. Thou haft been the foe of ths

foes of my love, and haft thou fallen by my hand ? Raife, Ullin,

raife the grave of the fon of Mathon ; and give his name to the fong

of Agandecca i for dear to my foul haft thou been, thou darkly-

dwellin? maid of Ardven.

CucH ULLIN, from the cave of Cromla, heard the noife of the

troubled war. He called to Connal chief of fwords, and Carril of

other times. The gray-haired heroes heard his voice, and took their

afpen fpears.

* Ccjtinuovenlisfurgent'tbus autfreta pim:i Sofl: wliifpers run along the leafy wood,

Inipiunt agitata iumefare ; tif aridus aliis And mountains whiftle to the murm'ring

Mintibusaudirifrag!ir,aut refonantia hnge flood. Dryden.

Litlora mifceri, isf nemcrum increhefcere f ruunt di mcntihuiamnes, Virg.

murmur. ViRG. The rapid rains, defcending from the hills.

For ere the rifing winds begin to roar, To rolling torrents fwel! the creeping rills.

The working feas advance to wafli th; fhcre ; Dryden.

I 2 ThlV
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They came, and faw the tide of battle, like the crowded waves of

the ocean ; when the dark wind blows from the deep, and rolls the

billows tlirough the fandy vale.

CucHULLiN kindled at the fight, and dark nefs gathered on his

brow. His hand Is on the fword of his fathers : his red-rolling eyes

on the foe. He thrice attempted to rufli to battle, and thrice did

Connal flop him. Chief of the ifle of mift, he fald, FIngal fubdues

the foe. Seek not a part of the fame of the king ; himfelf is like

the florm.

Then, Carrll, go, replied the chief, and greet the king of Mor-

ven. When Lochlin falls away like a flream after rain, and the

nolfe of the battle is over. Then be thy voice fweet in his ear to

pralfe the king of fwords. Give him the fword of Caithbat, for

Cuchullln Is worthy no more to lift the arms of his fathers.

But, O ye ghofts of the lonely Cromla ! ye fouls of chiefs that are

no more ! be ye the companions of Cuchullln, and talk to him In

the cave of his forrow. For never more fliall I be renowned among

the mighty in the land. I am like a beam that has flione, like a

mift that fled away ; when the blaft of the morning came, and

brightened the fhaggy fide of the hill. Connal ! talk ofarms no more

:

departed is my fame.—My fighs fhall be on Cromla's wind ; till my

footfteps ceafe to be feen. And thou, white-bofom'd Bragela,

mourn over the fall of my fame j for, vanquifhed, I will never re-

turn to thee, thou fun-beam of Dunfcaich.

FINGAL,



( 6i )

F I N G A L,

AN ANCIENT

EPIC POEM.

BOOK V^

Now Connal, on Cromla's windy fide, fpoke to the chief of

the noble car. Why that gloom, fon ofSemo? Our friends

are the mighty in battle. And renowned art thou, O warrior ! many

were the deaths of thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue-

rolling eyes of joy ; often has flie met her hero, returning in the

midft of the valiant ; when his fword was red with flaughter, and

his foes filent in the fields of the tomb. Pleafant to her ears were

thy bards, when thine adtions rofe in the fong.

* The fourth day ftiU continues. The charader of Connal. No poet has ad-

poet by putting the narration in the mouth apted the cadence of his verfe more to the

of Connal, who ftiU remained with Cu- temper of the fpeaker, than Offian has

chulltn on the fide of Cromla, gives pro- done. It is more than probable that the

priety to the praifes of Fingal. The be- whole poem was originally defigned to be

ginning of this book, in the original, is fung to the harp, as the verfification is fo

one of the moft beautiful parts of the various, and fo much fuited to the different

poem. The verfification is regular and paffions of the human mind,

full, and agrees very well with the fedate

But
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But behold the king of Morven ; he moves below like a pillar of

fire. His ftrength is like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the

ecchoing Cromla ; when the branchy forefls of night are overturned.

Happy are thy people, O Fingal, thine arm fliall fight their

battles : thou art the firft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days of

their peace. Thou fpeakefl: and thy thoufands obeyj and armies

tremble at the found of thy fteel. Happy are thy people, Fingal,

chief of the lonely hills.

Who is that fo dark and terrible coming in the thunder of his

courfe ? who is it but Starno's fon to meet the king of Morven ? Be-

hold the battle of the chiefs : it is like the florm of the ocean, when

two fpirits meet far dillant, and contend for the rolling of the wave.

The hunter hears the noife on his hill; and fees the high billoKS

advancing to Ardven's fhore.

Such were the words of Connal, when the heroes met in the

midft of their falling people. There was the clang of arms ! there

every blow, like the hundred hammers of the furnace ! Terrible is

the battle of the kings, and horrid the look of their eyes. Their

dark-brown fhields are cleft in twain ; and their fteel flies, broken,

from their helmets. They fling their weapons down. Each ruflies *

to his, hero's grafp. Their finewy arms bend round each other :

they turn from fide to fide, and ftrain and ftretch their large fpread-

* This pafTage refembles one in the Now to the grafp each manly body bends;

twenty third Iliad. The humid fweat from ev'ry poredefcends ;

Clofe loclc'd above their heads and arms Their bones refour»d with blows ; fides,

are mixt

;

fhoulders, thighs,

Below their planted feetat diftanccfixt j Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumours rife.

Pope.

3 . ing
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ing limbs below. But when the pride of their ftrength arofe, they

fhook the hill with their heels ; rocks tumble from their places on

high; the green-headed bufhes are overturned. At length the

ftrength of Swaran fell ; and the king of the groves is bound.

Thus have I feen on Cona; but Cona I behold no more, thus

have I feen two dark hills removed from their place by the ftrength

of the burfting ftream. They turn from fide to fide, and their tall

oaks meet one another on high. Then they fall together with all

their rocks and trees. The ilreams are turned by their fides, and

the red ruin is feen afar.

Sons of the king of Morven, faid the noble Fingal, guard the

king of Lochlin j for he is ftrong as his thoufand waves. His hand

is taught to the battle, and his race of the times of old. Gaul, thou

firfl: of my heroes, and Oflian king of fongs, attend the friend of

Agandecca, and raife to joy his grief. ^But, Ofcar, Fillan, and

Ryno, ye children of the race ! purfue the reft of Lochlin over

the heath of Lena ; that no veffel may hereafter bound on the dark'

rolling waves of Iniftore.

They flew like lightning over the heath. He flowly moved as

a cloud of thunder when the fultry plain of fummer is filent. His

fword is before him as a fun-beam, terrible as the ftreaming meteor

of night. He came toward a thief of Lochlin, and fpoke to the fon

of the wave.

Who is that like a cloud at the rock of the roaring ftream? He
cannot bound over its courfe ; yet ftately is the chief! his boffy

/i:ield is on his fide ; and his fpear like the tree of the defirt.

Youth of the dark-brown hair, art thou of Fingal's foe?'?

I AM
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I AM a fon of Lochlin, he cries, and ftrong is my arm in war.

My fpoufe is weeping at home, but Orla * will never return.

Or fights or yields the hero, faid Fingal of the noble deeds ? foes

do not conquer in my prefence ; but mv friends are renowned in th-e

hall. Son of the wave, follow me, partake the feaft of my Ihells,

and purfue the deer of my defart.

No : faid the hero, I aflilT: the feeble : my ftrength fhall remain

with the weak in arms. My fword has been always unmatched,

O warrior : let the king of Morven yield.

I NEVER yielded, Orla, Fingal never yielded to man. Draw thy

fword and chufe thy foe. Many are my heroes.

And does the king refufe the combat, faid Orla of the dark-brown

hair ? Fingal is a match for Orla : and he alone of all his race.

But, king of Morven, if I fliall fall; as one time the warrior

mull die ; raife my tomb in the midft, and let it be the greateft on

Lena. And fend, over the dark-blue wave, the fword of Orla to

the fpoufe of his love ; that (he may fhew it to her fon, with tears,

to kindle his foul to war.

Son of the mournful tale, faid Fingal, why dolt thou awaken my
tears ? One day the warriors mufl die, and the children fee their

* The ftory of Orla is Co beautiful and attention of the reader when he expelled

afFefling in the original, that many are in nothing but languor in the condud of the

poiTeflion of it in the north of Scotland, poem, as the great adion was over in the

who never heard a fyllable more of the conqueft of Swaran.

poem. It varies the at^ion, and awakes the

ufelefs
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ufelefs arms in the hall. But, Orla, thy tomb fliall rill', and thy

white-bofomed fpoufe weep over thy fword.

They fought on the heath of Lena, but feeble was the arm of

Orla. The fword of Fingal defcended, and cleft his fliield in twain. It

fell and glittered on the ground, as the moan on the ftream of night.

King of Morven, faid the hero, lift thy fword, and pierce my

breaft. Wounded and faint from battle my friends have left me

here. The mourn tul tale ihall come to my love on the banks of

the ftreamy Loda ; when flie is alone in the wood ; and the ruftling

blaft in the leaves.

No ; faid the king of Morven, I will never wound thee, Orla,

On the banks of Loda let her fee thee efcaped from the hands of

war. Let thy gray-haired father, who, perhaps, is blind with age,

hear the found of thy voice in his hall. With joy let the hero

rife, and fearch for his fon with his hands.

But never will he find him, Fingal; faid the youth of the

ftreamy Loda. On Lena's heath I fhall die i and foreign bards

will talk of me. My broad belt covers my wound of death. And

now I give it to the wind.

The dark blood poured from his fide, he fell pale on the heath

of Lena. Fingal bends over him as he dies, and calls his younger

heroes.

Oscar and Fillan, my fons, raife high the memory of Orla.

Here let the dark-haired hero reft far from the fpoufe of his love.

Here let him reft in his narrow houfe far from the found of Loda.

K The



66 F I N G A L, Book V.

The fons of the feeble will hnd his bow at home, but will not be

able to bend it. His f.iithful dogs howl on his hills, and his boars,

which he ufed to purine, rejoice. Fallen is the arm of battle ; the

mighty among the valiant is low !

Exalt the voice, and blow the horn, ye fons of the king of

Morven : let us go back to Swaran, and fend the night away on

fong. Fillan, Ofcar, and Ryno, fly over the heath of Lena. Where,

Ryno, art thou, young fon of fame ? Thou art not wont to be the

lad to anfwer thy father.

Ryno, faid Ullin firft of bards, is with the awful forms of his

fathers. With Trathal king of fliields, and Trenmor of the mighty

deeds. The youth is low,—the youth is pale,—he lies on Le-

na's heath.

And fell the fwifteft In the race, faid the king, the firft to bend

the bow ? Thou fcarce haft been known to me ; why did young

Ryno fall ? But fleep thou foftly on Lena, Fingal fliall foon behold

thee. Soon fliall my voice be heard no more, and my footfteps ceafe

to be feen. The bards will tell of Fingal's name ; the Itones will talk

of me. But, Ryno, thou art low indeed, thou haft not received

thy fame. Ullin, ftrike the harp for Ryno; tell what the chief

would have been. Farewel, thou firft in every field. No more

fiiall I dired thy dart. Thou that haft been fo fair; I behold thee

not—Farewel.

The tear is on the cheek of the king, for terrible was his fon in

war. His fon ! that was like a beam of fire by night on the hill

;

when the forefts fink down in its courfe, and the traveller trembles

at the found.

4 Whose
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Whose fame is in that dark-green tomb, begun the king of ge-

nerous fliells ? four ftones with their heads of mofs fland there ; and

mark the narrow houfe of death. Near it let my Ryno refl:, and be

the neighbour of the valiant. Perhaps fome chief of fame is here to

fly with my fon on clouds. O Ullin, raife the fongs of other times.

Bring to memory the dark dwellers of the tomb. If in the field of

the valiant they never fled from danger, my fon fliall refl with them,

far from his friends, on the heath of Lena.

Here, faid the mouth of the fong, here reft the firft of heroes.

Silent is Lamderg * in this tomb, and Ullin king of fwords. And
who, foft fmiling from her cloud, fliews me her face of love ?

Why, daughter, why fo pale art thou, firft of the maids of Cromla ?

Doft thou fleep with the foes in battle, Gelchofia, white-bofomed

daughter of Tuathal ? Thou haft been the love of thoufands, but

Lamderg was thy love. He came to Selma's mofly towers, and,

ftriking his dark buckler, fpoke

:

Where is Gelchofla, my love, the daughter of the noble Tua-

thal ? I left her in the hall of Selma, when I fought with the gloomy

Ulfadda. Return foon, O Lamderg, ftie faid, for here I am in the

midft of forrow. Her white breaft rofe with fighs. Her cheek was

wet with tears. But I fee her not coming to meet me ; and to footh

my foul after battle. Silent is the hall of my joyj I hear not the

voice of the bard.—Bran -j- does not flvake his chains at the gate, glad

* Lamh-dhearg fignifies bloo'.y hand, north of Scotland, to give the names of

Gelchofla, white legged. Tuathal, furly. the heroes mentioned in this poem, to

Ulfadda, hng-tcard, Ferchios, the c.n- their dogs ; a proof that they are fami-

quercr of min. liar to the car, and their fame generally

f Bran is a common name of griy- known,

hounds to this day. It is a cuftom in the

K 2 at
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at the coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchollii, my love, the

mild daughter of the generous Tuathal ?

Lamderg ! fays Ferchios the fon of Aidon, Gelchofla. may be oji

Cromla ; flie and the maids of the bow purfuing the flying deer.

Ferchios ! replied the chief of Cromla, no noile meets the ear

of Lamderg. No found is in the woods of Lena. No deer fly m
my fight. No panting dog purfues. I fee not Gelchofla my love,

fair as the full moon fetting on the hills of Cromla. Go, Ferchios,

go to AUad * the gray-haired fon of the rock. His dwelling is in

the circle of fiiones. He may know of Gelchofla.

The fon of Aidon went j and fpoke to the ear of age. Allad !

thou that dwellefl; in the rock : thou that tremblefl: alone, what faw

thine eyes of age ?

I SAW, anfwered Allad the old, LHlin the fon of Cairbar. He

came like a cloud from Cromla -, and he hummed a furly fong like

a blafl; in a leaflefs wood. He entered the hall of Selma. Lam-

derg, he faid, mofl: dreadful of men, fight or yield to Ullin. Lam-

derg, replied Gelchofla, the fon of battle, is not here. He fights

Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou firfl: of men. But Lam-

derg never yielded. He will fight the fon of Cairbar.

Allad is plainly a druid : he is called fupernatural knowledge of things ; from

the fon of the rock, from his dwelling in a tlif druids, no doubt, came the ridiculous

cave ; and the circle of ftones here men- notion of the fecond fight, which prevailed

tioncd is the pale of the druidical temple, in the highlands and ifles.

He is here confulted as one who had a

LOVELV
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• Lovely art thou, faid terrible Ullin, daughter of the generous

Tuathal. I carry thee to Cairbar's halls. The valiant fhall have

Gelchoffa. Three days I remain on Cromla, to wait that fon of

battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchoffa is mine, if the mighty

Lamderg flies.

All AD ! faid the chief of Cromra, peace to thy dreams in the

eave. Ferchios, found the horn of Lamderg that Ullin may hear

on Cromla. Lamderg*, like a roaring ftorm, afcended the hijl

from Selma. He hummed a furly fong as he went, like the noife

of a falling flream. He flood like a cloud on the hill, that varies

its form to the wind. He rolled a ftone, the fign of war. Ullin

heard in Cairbar's hall. The hero heard, with joy, his foe, and

took his father's fpear. A fmile brightens his dark-brown cheek, as

hs places his fword by his fide. The dagger glittered in his hand-

He whiftled as he went.

Gelchossa faw the filent chief, as a wreath of miff; afcending

the hill. She ftruck her white and heaving breaft^ and filent,

tearful, feared for Lamderg.

CAIR BAR, hoary chief of fhells, faid the maid of the tender

hand ; I mufl bend the bow on Cromla ; for I fee the dark-brown

hinds.

She hafbed up the hill. In vain ! the gloomy heroes fought.

Why fliould I tell the king of Morven how wrathful heroes fight

!

* The reader will find this pafiage a!- differently by tradition, and the tranflator

tered from what it was in the fragments of has chofen that reading which favours leaft

ancient poetry. It Is delivered down very of bombaft.

Z Fierce
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Fierce Ulliii fell. Young Lamderg came all pale to the daugh-

ter of generous Tuathal.

What blood, my love, the foft-haired woman faid, what blood

runs down my warrior's fide ? It is Ullin's blood, the chief re-

plied, thou fairer than the fnow of Cromla ! Gelchofla, let me reft

here a little while. The mighty Lamderg died.

An d fleepeft thou fo foon on earth, O chief of fliady Cromla ?

three days (he mourned befide her love. The hunters found her

dead. They raifed this tomb above the three. Thy fon, O king

of Morven, may reft here with heroes.

And here my fon will reft, faid Fingal, the noife of their fame

has reached my ears. Fillan and Fergus ! bring hither Orla ; the

pale youth of the ftream of Loda. Not unequalled fliall Ryno lie in

earth when Orla is by his fide. Weep, ye daughters of Morven ;

and ye maids of the ftreamy Loda. Like a tree they grew on the

hills ; and they have fallen like the oak * of the defart ; when it lies

acrofs a ftream, and withers in the wind of the mountain.

Oscar! chief of every youth! thou feeft how they have fallen.

Be thou, like them, on earth renowned. Like them the fong of

bards. Terrible were their forms in battle ; but calm was Ryno in

the days of peace. He was like the bow
-f-

of the fliower feen far

*

—

uoTirii;S^v;r,^iTiu— HoM.II.i6. What mean thofe colour'd flreaks in

as the mountain oak hcav'n.

Nods to the ax, till with a groaning found Diftended as the brow of God appeas'd,

It finks, and fpreads its honours on the Or ferve they as a flow'ry verge to bind

ground. Pope. The fluid (kirts of that fame watry cloud ?

f a bow Milton.

Coofpicuous with three lifted colours cay.

diftant
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diftant on the ftream j when the fun is fetting on Mora, and filence

on the hill of deer. Reft, youngeft of my fons, reft, O Ryno, on

Lena. We too fliall be no more ; for the warrior one day muft fall.

Such was thy grief, thou king of hills, when Ryno lay on earth.

What muft the grief of Offian be, for thou thyfelf art gone. I hear

not thy diftant voice on Cona. My eyes perceive thee not. Often

forlorn and dark I fit at thy tomb ; and feel it with my hands. When
I think I hear thy voice ; it is but the blaft of the defart. FinTal

has long fince fallen afleep, the ruler of tlie war.

Then Gaul and Offian fat with Swaran on the foft green banks

of Lubar. I touched the harp to pleafe the king. But gloomy

was his brow. He rolled his red eyes towards Lena. The hercj

mourned his people.

I LIFTED my eyes to Cromla, and I law the fon of generous Se-

mo. Sad and flow he retired from his hill towards the lonely

cave of Tura. He faw Fingal victorious, and mixed his joy with

grief. The fun is bright on his armour, and Connal flowly fol-

lowed. They funk behind the hill like two pillars of the fire of

night : when winds purfue them over the mountain, and the fiamiag

heath refounds. Befide a ftream of roaring foam his cave is in a

rock. One tree bends above it ; and the rufliing winds eccho againft

its fides. Here refts the chief of Dunfcaich, the fon of generous

Semo. His thoughts are on the battles he loft j and the tear is on

his cheek. He mourned the departure of his fame that fled like the

miftof Cona. O Bragela, thou art too far remote to cheer the foul

of the hero. But let him fee thy bright form in his foul ; that his

thoughts may return to the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich.

Wna^
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Who comes with the locks of age ? It is the fon of the fongs. Hail,

Carril of other times, thy voice is like the harp in the halis of Tura-

Thy words are pleafant as the fliower that falls on the fields of the

fun. Carril of the times of old, why comefl thou from the fon of

the generous Semo ?

OssiAN king of fwords, replied the bard, thou beft raifefl: the fong.

Long halt thou been known to Carril, thou ruler of battles. Often

have I touched the harp to lovely Evirallin. Thou too hafl often

accompanied my voice in Braiino's hall of generous fliells. And

often, amidft our voices, was heard the mildelt Evirallin. One day

fhe fung of Cormac's fall, the youth that died for her love. I faw

the tears on her cheek, and on thine, thou chief of men. Her foul

was touched for the unhappy, though flie loved him not. How fair

among a thoufand maids was the daughter of the generous Branno !

Bring not, Carril, I replied, bring not her memory to my mind.

My foul muft melt at the remembrance. IVIy eyes muft have their

tears. Pale in the earth is (he the foftly-blufhing fair of my love.

But fit thou on the heath, O Bard, and let us hear thy voice. It

is pleafant as the gale of fpring that lighs on the hunter's ear ; when

he wakens from dreams of joy, and has heard the mufic of the fpi-

rits * of the hill.

* Others more mild What could it lefs when fpirits immortal

Hetreated in a filent valley, fmg fmg ?

With notes angelical. Sufpended hell, and took with ravlfliment

The harmony, The thronging audience. Milton.

F 1 N G A L,
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TH E clouds of night came rolling down and reft on Cromla's

dark-brown fteep. The ftars of the north arife over the rol-

ling of the waves of UUin ; they fliew their heads of fire through

the flying mift of heaven. A diftant wind roars in the wood ; but

filent and dark is the plain of death.

Still on the darkening Lena arofe in my ears the tuneful voice

ofCarril. He fung of the companions of our youth, and the days

of former years ; when we met on the banks of Lego, and fent

round the joy of the fliell. Cromla, with its cloudy fleeps, anfvvered

to his voice. The ghofts of thofe he fung came in their ruftling

blafts. They were feen to bend with joy towards the found of

their praife.

* This book opens with ihe fourth up in the poem. The fcene lies in the

night, and ends on the morning of the heath of Lena, and the mountain Crcmla

futh day. The time of five days, five on the coaft of Ulfler.

nights, and a part of the fixth day is taken

L Be
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Be thy foul blelt, O Carril, in the midll: of thy eddyuig winds.

O that thou wouldfl come to my hall when I am alone by night

!

—And thou doft come, my friend, I hear often thy light hand on

my harp ; when it hangs on the diftant wall, and the feeble found

touches my ear. Why doft thou not fpeak to me in my grief, and

tell when I fliall behold my friends ? But thou paffeft away in thy

murmuring blaft; and thy wind whiftles through the gray hair

of Offian.

Now on the fide of Mora the heroes gathered to the feaft. A
thoufand aged oaks are burning to the wind. The ftrength * of

the (hells goes round. And the fouls of warriors brighten with joy.

But, the king of Lochlin is filent, and forrow reddens in the eyes of

his pride. He often turned toward Lena and remembered that

he fell.

FiNG AL leaned on the fliLeld of his fathers. His gray locks (lowly

waved on the wind, and glittered to the beam of night. He faw

the grief of Swaran, and fpoke to the (irfi: of Bards.

Raise, Ullin, raife the fong of peace, and (both my foul after

battle, that my ear may forget the noiie of arms. And let a hun-

dred harps be near to gladden the king of Lochlin. He muft depart

from us with jov. None ever went fad from Fingal. 0(car ! the

* By the ftrength of the (hell is meant our anceftors had them from the Romans,

the liquor ilic heroes drunk : of what kind if they had them at all. The Caledonians

it was, cannot be afcertained at this diftance in their frequent incurfions to the province

of time. The tranflator has met with fe- might become acquainted with ihofe con-

veral ancient poems that mention wax- veniencies of life, and introduce them into

lights and wine as common in the halls of their own country, among the booty which

Fingal. The names of both are borrowed they carried from South Britain,

from the Latin, which plainly (hews that

lightning
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lightning of my fword is againft the ftrong m battle j but peaceful

it lies by my fide when warriors yield in war.

Trenmor *, fliid the mouth of the fongs, lived in the days of

other years. He bounded over the waves of the north : companion

of the ftorm. The high rocks of the land of Lochlin, and its groves

of murmuring founds appeared to the hero through the mifl: j—he

bound his white-bofomed fails. Trenmor purfued the boar that

roared along the woods of Gormal. Many had fled from its pre-

fcnce ; but the fpear of Trenmor flew it.

Three chiefs that beheld the deed, told of the mighty fl:ranger.

They told that he fl:ood like a pillar of fire in the bright arms of his

valour. The king of Lochlin prepared the feafl:, and called the

blooming Trenmor. Three days he feafted at Gormal's windy-

towers ; and got his choice in the combat.

The land of Lochlin had no hero that yielded not to Trenmor.

The fliell of joy went round with fongs in praife of the king of"

Morven ; he that came over the waves, the firfl: of mighty men.

Now when the fourth gray morn arofe, the hero launched his fliip;

and walking along the fllent fliore waited for the ruflilng wind. For

loud and difl:ant he heard the blafl; murmuring in the grove.

Covered over with arms of fteel a fon of the woody Gormal

appeared. Red was his cheek and fair his hair. His fltin like the

fnow of Morven. Mild rolled his blue and fmiling eye when he

fpoke to the king of fwords.

• Trenmor was great grandfather to Fingal. The ftory is introduced to facilitate

the difmiflion of Swaran.

L 2 Stay,
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Stay, Trenmor, ftay thou firft of men, thou haft not conquered

Lonval's fon. My fword has often met the brave. And the wife

fliun the flrcngth of my bow.

Thou flur-haired youth, Trenmor replied, I will not fight with

Lonval's fon. Thine arm is feeble, fun-beam of beauty. Retire

to Gormal's dark-brown hinds.

But I will retire, replied the youth, with the fword of Tren-

mor; and exult in the found of my fame. The virgins fliall [gather

with fmiles around him who conquered Trenmor. They lliall figh

with the fighs of love, and admire the length of thy fpear ; when

I fhall carry it among thoufands, and lift the glittering point to

the fun.

Thou fhalt never carry my fpear, faid the angry king of Mor-

ven. Thy mother fhall find thee pale on the fhore of the eccho-

ing Gormal ; and, looking over the dark-blue deep, fee the fails of

him that flew her fon.

I WILL not lift the fpear, replied the youth, my arm is not

ftrong with years. But with the feathered dart, I have learned to

pierce a diftant foe. Throw down that heavy mail of fleel ; for

Trenmor is covered all over. 1 firfl, will lay my mail on earth.

Throw now thy dart, thou king of Morven.

He faw the heaving of her breafl. It was the fifter of the king.

—She had feen him in the halls of Gormal ; and loved his face of

youth. The fpear dropt from the hand of Trenmor : he bent

his red cheek to the ground, for he had feen hef like a beam of light

3
that
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that meets the fons of the cave, when they revifit the fields of the

fun, and bend their aching eyes.

Chief of the windy Morven, begun the maid of the armsof fnow j

let me reft in thy bounding fliip, far from the love of Corlo. For

he, like the thunder of the delart, is terrible to Inibaca. He loves

me in the gloom of his pride, and fhakes ten thoufand fpears.

Rest thou in peace, fiid the mighty Trenmor, behind the fliield

of my fathers. I will not fly from the chief, though he fliakes ten

thoufand Ipears.

Three days he waited on the fliore ; and fent his horn abroad.

He called Corlo to battle from all his ecchoing hills. But Corlo

came not to battle. The king of Lochlin defcended. He feafted

on the roaring (liore ; and gave the maid to Trenmor.

King of Lochlin, faid Fingal, thy blood flows in the veins of

thy foe. Our families met in battle, becanfe they loved the ftrife

of fpears. But often did they feaft in the hall; and fend round the

joy of the fiiell. Let thy face brighten with gladnefs, and thine

ear delight in the harp. Dreadful as the ftorm of thine ocean, thou

haft poured thy valour forth -, thy voice has been like the voice of

thoufands when they engage in battle. Raife, to-morrow, thy

white fails to the wind, thou brother of Agandecca. Bright as the

beam of noon (he comes on my mournful foul. I have feen thy tears

for the fair one, and fpared thes in the halls of Starno; when my
fword was red with flaughter, and my eye full of tears for the

maid. Or doft thou chufe the fight ? The combat which thy

fathers gave to Trenmor is thine : that thou mayeft depart renown-

ed like the fun fetting in the weft.

King
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King of the race of Morven, faid the chief of the waves of

Lochlin J never will Swaran fight with thee, firft of a thoufand

heroes ! I have feen thee in the halls of Starno, and few were thy

ycirs beyond my own. When fhall I, I faid to my foul, lift the

Ipear like the noble Fingal ? We have fought heretofore, O warrior,

on the fide of the ihaggy Malmor ; after my waves had carried me

to thy halls, and the feaft of a thoufand fhells was fpread. Let the

bards fend him who overcame to future years, for noble was the

ftrife of heathy Malmor.

But many of the fliips of Lochlin have lofi: their youths on Lena.

Take thefe, thou king of Morven, and be the friend of Swaran.

And when thy fons Ihall come to the moflv towers of Gormal ; the

feaft of fliells fliall be fpread, and the combat offered on the vale.

Nor fliip, replied the king, fliall Fingal take, nor land of many

hills. The defart is enough to me with all its deer and woods. Rife

on thy waves again, thou noble friend of Agandecca. Spread thy

white fails to the beam of the morning, and return to the ecchoing

hills of Gormal.

Blest be thy foul, thou king of fhells, faid Swaran of the dark-

brown fhicld. In peace thou art the gale of fpring. In v/ar the

mountain-ftorm. Take now my hand in friendfhip, thou noble

king of Mon'en.

Let thy bards mourn thofe who fell. Let Erin give the fons of

Lochlin to earth ; and raife the moHy flones of their fame. That

the children of the north hereafter may behold the place where their

fathers fought. And fome hunter may lay, when he leans on a

2 moffv
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mofTy tomb, here Fingal and Swaran fought, the heroes of other

years. Thus hereafter iliall he fay, and our fame fliall laflfor ever.

Swaran, faid the king of the hills, to-day our fame is greatefl:.

We fliall pafs away like a dream. No found will be in the fields

of our battles. Our tombs will be loft in the heath. The hunter

fhall not know the place of our reft. Ournames may be heard in

the fong, but the ftrength of our arms will ceafe.

O OssrAN, Carril, and Ullin, you know of heroes that are no

more. Give us the fong of other years. Let the night pais away oa

the found, and morning return with joy.

We gave the fong to the kings, and a hundred harps accom-

panied our voice. The face of Swaran brightened like the full moon

of heaven, when the clouds vanifli away, and leave her calm and

broad in the midll of the Iky.

It was then that Fingal fpoke to Carril the chief orother times.

Where is the ion of Semo y the king of the ifle of mifl: ? has he re-

tired, like the meteor of death, to the dreary cave of Tura ?

CucHULLiN, faid Carril of other times, lies in the dreary cave of

Tura. His hand is on the fword of his ftrength. His thoughts on

the battles which he Ipil. Mournful is the king of Ipears, for he has

often been victorious. He fends the fword of his war to reft on.

the fide of Fingal. For, like the ftorm of the defart, thou haft

fcattered all his foes. Take, O Fingal, the fword of the hero ,- for

his fame is departed like mift when it flies before the ruftUng winci

of the vale.

No::
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No : replied the king, Fingal fhall never take his fword. His

arm is mighty in war ; and tell him his fame fhall never fail. Many

have been overcome in battle, that have flione afterwards like the

fun of heaven.

O SWAR AN, king of the refounding woods, gi\^ all thy grief

away.——The vanquifhed, if brave, are renowned; they are like

the fun in a cloud when he hides his face in the fouth, but looks

again on the hills of grafs.

Grumal was a chief of Cona. He fought the battle on every

coaft. His foul rejoiced in blood ; his ear in the din of arms. He

poured his warriors on the founding Craca ; and Craca's king met

him from his grove j for then within the circle of Brumo * he fpoke

to the ftone of power.

Fierce was the battle of the heroes, for the maid of the breaft

ef fnow. The fame of the daughter of Craca had reached Grumal

at the flreams of Cona ; he vowed to have the white-bofomed maid,

or die on the ecchoing Craca. Three days they ftrove together, and

Grumal on the fourth was bound.

Far from his friends they placed him in the horrid circle cf

Brumo i where often, they faid, the ghofts of the dead howled round

the ftone of their fear. But afterwards he flione like a pillar of the

light of heaven. They fell by his mighty hand, and Grumal had

his fame.

* This pafTage alludes to the religion of the kin:; of Craca. See a note on a fimilar

fubjedl in the third book.

Raise,
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Raise, ye bards of other times, raife high the praife of heroes j

that my foul may fettle on their fame ; and the mind of Swaran ceafe

to be fad.

They lay in the heath of Mora; the dark winds ruflle over the

heroes. A hundred voices at once arofe, a hundred harps were

flrung ; they fung of other times, and the mighty chiefs of for-

mer years.

When now fliall I hear the bard; or rejoice at the fame of my
fathers ? The harp is not ftrung on Morven ; nor the voice of mufic

raifed on Cona. Dead with the mighty is the bard ; and fame is in

the defart no more.

Morning trembles with the beam of the eaft, and glimmers on

gray-headed Cromla. Over Lena is heard the horn of Swaran, and

the fons of the ocean gather around. Silent and fad they mount

the wave, and the blaft of Ullin is behind their fails. White, as the

mifl of Morven, they float along the fea.

Call, faid Fingal, call my dogs, the long-bounding fons of the

chace. Call white-breafted Bran ; and the furly flrength of Luath.

— Fillan, and Ryno—but he is not here ; my fon refts on the bed

of death. Fillan and Fergus, blow my horn, that the joy of the

chace may arife ; that the deer of Cromla may hear and flart at the

lake of roes.

The flirill found fpreads along the wood. The fons of heathy

Cromla arife. A thoufand dogs fly off" at once, gray-bounding

M throu2;h
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through the divided heath. A deer fell by every dog, and three by

the white-breafled Bran. He brought them, in their flight, to Fin-

gal, tliat the joy of the king might be great.

One deer fell at the tomb of Ryno ; and the grief of Fingal re-

turned. He faw how peaceful lay the flone of him who was the

firft at the chace. No more fhalt thou rife, O my fon, to par-

take of the feaft of Cromla. Soon will thy tomb be hid, and the

grafs grow rank on thy grave. The fons of the feeble fliall pafs

over it, and fliall not know that the mighty lie there.

OssiAN and Fillan, fons of my ftrength, and Gaul king of the

blue blades of war, let us afcend the hill to the cave of Tura, and

find the chief of the battles of Erin. Are thefe the walls of Tura,

gray and lonely they rife on the heath ? The king of fliells is fad, and

the halls are defolate. Come let us find the king of fwords, and

give him all our joy.

But is that Cuchullin, O Fillan, or a pillar of fmoke on the

heath ? The wind of Cromla is on my eyes, and I diftinguifh not

my friend.

FiNGAL ! replied the youth, it is the fon of Semo. Gloomy

and fad is the hero ; his hand is on his fword. Hail to the fon of

battle, breaker of the fhields !

Hail to thee, replied Cuchullin, hail to all the fons of Morven.

Delightful is thy prefence, O Fingal, it is like the fun on Cromla i

when the hunter mourns his abfence for a feafon, and fees him be-

2 tween.
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tween the clouds. Thy fons are hke ftars that attend thy courfe,

and give light in the night.

It is not thus thou haft feen me, O Fingal, returning from the

wars of the defart ; when the kings of the world * had fled, and joy

returned to the hill of hinds.

Many are thy words, Cuchullin, faid Connan
-f-

of the fmall re-

nown. Thy words are many, fon of Semo, but where are thy

deeds in arms .'' Why did we come, over the ocean, to aid thy

feeble fword ? Thou flyeft to thy cave of forrow, and Connan fights

thy battles ; Refign to me thefe arms of light j yield them, thou

fon of Erin.

No hero, replied the chief, ever fought the arms of Cuchullin j

and had a thoufand heroes fought them it were in vain, thou gloo-

my youth. I fled not to the cave of forrow, as long as Erin's

warriors lived.

Youth of the feeble arm, faid Fingal, Connan, fay no more;

Cuchullin is renowned in battle, and terrible over the defart. Often

have I heard thy fame, thou ftormy chief of Inisfail. Spread now

thy white fails for the ifle of mift, and fee Bragela leaning on her

rock. Her tender eye is in tears, and the winds lift her long hair

from her heaving breaft. She liflens to the winds of night to hear

* This is the only paflage in the poem, f Connan was of the family of Morni.

wherein the wars of Fingal againft the He is mentioned in feveral other poems,

Romans are alluded to :——The Roman and always appears with the fame cha-

cmperor is didinguiflied in old compofition raffer. The poet palTed him over in fi-

by the title of king rf ti/t worlii, lence till now, and his behaviour here

deferves no better ufage.

M 2 the
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the voice of thy rowers *
j to hear the fong of the fea, and the found

of thy diftant harp.

And long lliall llie liften in vain; CuchulHn fhall never return.

How can I behold Bragela to raife the figh of her breaft ? Fingal,

I was always viftorious in the battles of other fpears !

And hereafter thou ihalt be vidtorious, faid Fingal king of lliells.

The fame of Cuchullin fliall grow like the branchy tree of Cromla.

Many battles await thee, O chief, and many fhall be the wounds of

thy hand.

Bring hither, Ofcar, the deer, and prepare the feaft offhellsj

that our fouls may rejoice after danger, and our friends delight in

our prefence.

We fat, we feafted, and we fung. The foul of Cuchullin rofe.

The ftrength of his arm returned ; and gladnefs brightened on

his face.

Ullin gave the fong, and Carril raifed the voice. I, often, join-

ed the bards, and fung of battles of the fpear. Battles ! where I

often fought ; but now I fight no more. The fame of my former

anions is ceafed ; and I fit forlorn at the tombs of my friends.

Thus they pafTed the night in the fong; and brought back the

morning with joy. Fingal arofe on the heath, and fhook his glit-

tering fpear in his hand. He moved firfl toward the plains of

Lena, and we followed like a ridge of fire.

* The pra(3ice of finging when they row northweft coaft of Scotland and the ifles.

is univerfitl among the inhabitants of tht It deceives time, and infpirits the rowers.

Spread
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Spread the fail, faid the king of Morven, and catch the winds

that pour from Lena. We rofe on the wave with fongs, and

rufhed, with joy, through the foam of the ocean*.

* It is allowed by the beft critics that

an epic poem ought to end happily. This

rule, in its mod material circumftances, is

obferved by the three mod defervedly ce-

lebrated poets, Homer, Virgil, and Mil-

ton ; yet, I know not how it happens, the

conclufions of their poems throw a me-

lancholy damp on the mind. One leaves

his reader at a funeral ; another at the un-

timely death of a hero ; and a third in the

folitary fcenes of an unpeopled world.

flf iiy a'^aipiWou Ts;(p6'j "ExIoccj iVtto-

ioifio^o. Homer.

Such honours Ilion to her hero paid,

And peaceful flept the mighty Heftor's

ihade. Pope.

Ferrum adverfojub peSlore condit

Fervidus. yf/i Hit folvuntur frigore m(mbra,

Vitaque cum gemitufugit ind'tgnatafuh umbras.

Virgil.

He rais'd his arm aloft ; and at the word

Deep in his bofom drove the fhining fword.

The dreaming blood diftain'd his arms

around,

And the difdainful foul came rufliing thro'

the wound. Dryden'.

They, hand in hand, with wand'ring fleps

and flow,

Through Eden took their folitary way.

Milton.

C O M A L A :
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DRAMATIC POEM*.
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The PERSONS.
FiNCAL.

HiDALLAN.

CoMALA.

Melilcoma,
J
daughters of

Dersagrena,J Morni.

Bards.

Dersagrena.

TH E chace is over.—No noife on Ardven but the torrent's roar 1

Daughter of Morni, come from Crona's banks. Lay

down the bow and take the harp. Let the night come on with

fongs, and our joy be great on Ardven.
Melilcoma.

* This poem is valuable on account of

the lijht it throws on the antiquity of Of-

fian's compofitions. The Caracul roen-

tioned here is the fame with Caracalla the

fon of Severus, who in the year 2ii com-

manded an expedition againft the Caledo-

nians.—The vail.ty of the meafure fhews

that the poem was originally fet to mufic,

and perhaps prefented before the chiefs

upon folemn occafions. Tradition has

handed down theftory more complete than

it is in the poem.—" Comala, the daughter

of Sarno king of Iniftore or Orkney iflands,

fell in love with Fingal the fon of Comhal

at
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Melilcoma *.

And night comes on, thou blue-eyed maid, gray night grows

dim along the plain. I faw a deer at Crona's ftream ; a molTy bank

he feemed through the gloom, but foon he bounded away. A me-

teor played round his branchy horns ; and the awful faces
-f-

of other

times looked from the clouds of Crona.

Dersagrena X-

These are the figns of Fingal's death. -The king of fliields is

fallen!—and Caracul prevails. Rife, Comala ||, from thy rocks

;

daughter of Sarno, rife in tears. The youth of thy love is low, and

his ghoft is already on our hills.

Melilcoma.

There Comala fits forlorn ! two gray dogs near fliake their

rough ears, and catch the flying breeze. Her red cheek refts on

her arm, and the mountain wind is in her hair. She turns her blue-

at a fcaft, to which her father had invited

him, [ Fingal, B. III. ] upon his rtturn

from Lochhn, after the death of Agan-

decca. Her paffion was fo violent, that flie

followed him, difguifed like a youth, who

wanted to be employed in his wars. She

was foon difcovered by Hidallan the fon of

Lamor, one of Fingal's heroes, whofe love

fhe had flighted fometime before— Her ro-

mantic paffion and beauty recommended

her (o much to the king, that he had re-

fulved to make her his wife ; when news

was brought him of Caracul's expedition.

He marched to flop the progrefs of the

enemy, and Comala attended him.

He left her on a hill, within fight of Cara-

cul's army, when he himfelf went to battle,

having previoully promifed, if he furvived,

to return that night." The fequel of the

ftory may be gathered from the poem itfelf.

* Melilcoma,

—

foft-rolUng eye,

t Jpf'arent dirafades, mlmicaqueTi oj^

Nutnina magna deuiti. ViRG.

dreadful founds I hear,

And the dire forms of hoflikgods appear.

Dryden.

X Derfagrena, the hrigbtnefs of a fun-

beam.

\ Comala, the maid of the pleafant Ircw.

rolling
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rolling eyes toward the fields of his promife. Where art thou,

O Fingal, for the night is gathering around ?

CoMALA.

O Car UN * of the flreams ! why do I behold thy waters rolling

in blood ? Has the noifeof the battle been heard on thy banks ; and

fleeps the king of Morven ? Rife, moon, thou daughter of the

fky ! look from between thy clouds, that I may behold the light of

his fteel, on the field of his promife.—Or rather let the meteor, that

lights our departed fathers through the night, come, with its red

light, to fliew me the way to my fallen hero. Who will defend me
from forrow ? Who from the love of Hidallan ? Long fliall Comala

look before fhe can behold Fingal in the midfl of his hofl ; bright

as the beam of the morning in the cloud of an early (hower.

Hid A tL an -f.

Roll, thou mill: of gloomy Crona, roll on the path of the hun-

ter. Hide his fteps from mine eyes, and let me remember my
friend no more. The bands of battle are fcattered, and no crowding

fleps are round the noifeof his fteel. O Carun, roll thy flreams of

blood, for the chief of the people fell.

* Carun or Cara'on, a xuhiding river.— f Hidallan was fent by Fingal to give

This river retains ftill the name of Carron, notice to Comala of his return ; he, to re-

and falls into the Forth fome miles to the venge himfelf on her for flighting his love

North of Falkirk. fome time before, told her that the king

Gentejque aViai cum pelUret armh was killed in battle. He even pretended

Sedibus, autiiulaivUcm ffrvaretln ufum that he carried his body from the field to

Savitit, hie ccn^enta fuos di-fenderc fines be buried in her prefence ; and this cir-

Romafecurigtrii pralendit ?nania Scctis

:

cumftance makes it probable that the poem

HieJpe progrejfus pojita, Caronis ad tindam was prefented of olJ.

Terminus Aufonii ftgnnt divertia regiii.

Buchanan.

N CoMALA.
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CoMALA.

Who fell on Carun's graiTy banks, fon of the cloudy night ? "Was

he white as the fnow of Ardven ? Blooming ai the bow of the

ilaower ? Was his hair like the mift of the hill, foft and curling in

the day of the fun ? Was he like the thunder of heaven in battle ?

Fleet as the roe of the defart ?

HiDALLAK.

O THAT I might behold his love, fair-leaning from her rock !

Her red eye dim in tears, and her blufliing cheek half hid in her

locks ! Blow, thou gentle breeze, and lift tlie heavy locks of the

maid, that I may behold her white arm, and lovely cheek of her

forrow !

CoMALA.

And is the fon of Comhal fillen, chief of the mournful tale?

The thunder rolls on the hill ! The lightening flies on wings of

fire ! But they frighten not Comala ; for her Fingal fell. Say, chief

of the mournful tale, fell the breaker of the fhields ?

HiDALLAX.

The nations are fcattered en their hills; for they Hiall hear the

voice of the chief no more.

Comala.

Confusion purfue thee over thy plains ; and deftrudlion overtake

thee, thou king of the world. Fevv^ be thy fleps to thy grave ; and

let one virgin mourn thee. Let her be, like Comala, tearful in the

days of her youth. Why haft thou told me, Hidallan, that my
hero fell ? I might have hoped a little while his return, and have

thought I faw him on the diftant rock ; a tree might have deceived

mc witli his aj-tpearance ; and the wind of the hill been the found

of
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of his horn in mine ear. O that I were on the banks of Carun !

that my tears might be warm on his cheek

!

HiDALLLAN.

He hes not on the banks of Carun : on Ardven heroes raife his

tomb. Look on them, O moon, from thy clouds -, be thy beam

bright on his breaft, that Comala may behold liim in the light of

his armour.

Comala.

Stop, ye fons of the grave, till I behold my love. He left mc
at the chace alone. I knew not that he went to war. He faid he

would return with the night ; and the king of Morven is returned.

Why didfl thou not tell me that he would fall, O trembling fon of

the rock *
! Thou haft (een him in the blood of his youth, but

thou didft not tell Comala !

Melilcoma.

What found is that on Ardven ? Who is that bright in the

vale ? Who comes like the ftrength of rivers, when their crowded

waters c^litter to the moon ?

Comala.

Who is it but the foe of Comala, the fon of the king of the

world ! Ghoft of Fingal ! do thou, from thy cloud, dired: Comala's

bow. Let him fall like the hart of the defart. It is Fingal in

the crowd of his ghofts.—Why doft thou come, my love, to frighten

and pleafe my foul ?

* By the fon of the rock {he means a beginning of the reign of Fingal ; anJ that

druid. It is probable that feme of the or- Comala had confulted one of them con-

der of the druids remained as late as the ccrning the event of the war with Caracul.

N 2 Fingal.
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FiXOAL.

Raise, ye bards of the long, the wars of the ftreamy Carun.

Caracul has fled from my arms along the fields of his pride. He

fets far diftant like a meteor that inclofes a fpirit of night, when

the winds drive it over the heath, and the dark woods are gleam-

ing around.

I HEARD a voice like the breeze of my hills. lb it the huntrefs

of Galmal, the white-handed daughter of Sarno ? Look from thy

rocks *, my love ; and let me hear the voice of Comala.

COMALA.

Take me to the cave of thy reft, O lovely fon of death !

Fin GAL.

Come to the cave of my reft. The ftorm is over
-f,

and the fun

is on our fields. Come to the cave of my reft, huntrefs of ec-

choing Cona.

Comala.

He is returned with his fame ; I feel the right hand of his battles.

But I muft reft befide the rock till my foul fettle from fear.

—

Let the harp be near ; and raife the fong, ye daughters of Morni.

DeRSAGREiVA.

Comala has flain three deer on Ardven, and the fire afcends on

the rock ; go to the feaft of Comala, king ofthe woody Morven !

* O my dove that art in the clefts of the + The winter is pad, the rain is over

rock, in the fecret^/flc« of the flairs, let me and ogne.

fee thy countenance, let me hear thy voice. Solomon's Song.

Solomon's Song.

FlNGAL>
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FlNGAL.

Raise, ye fons of the fong, the wars of theftreamy Carun; that

my white-lianded maid may rejoice : while I behold the feaft of

my love.

Bards.

Roll, ftreamy Carun, roll in joy, the fons of battle fled. The

fteed is not ken on our fields ; and the wings * of their pride fpread

in other lands. The fun will now rife in peace, and the fliadows

defcend in joy. The voice of the chace will be heard ; and the

fhields hang in the hall. Our delight will be in the war of the

ocean, and our hands be red in the blood of Lochlin. Roll, flreamy

Carun, roll in joy, the fons of battle fled.

Melilcoma.

Descend, ye light milts from high; ye moon-beams, lift her

foul. Pale lies the maid at the rock ! Comala is no more !

Fingal.

Is the daughter of Sarno dead ; the v/hite-bofomed maid of my
love .'' Meet me, Comala, on my heaths, when I fit alone at the

flreams of my hills.

HiDALLAN,

Ceased the voice of the huntrefs of Galmal ? Why did I trouble

the foul of the maid ? When fliall I fee thee, with joy, in the chace

of the dark-brown hinds ?

FingAl.

Youth of the gloomy brow! no more flialt thou feafl in my
halls. Thou flialt not purfue my chace, and my foes fhall not fall

* Perhaps the poet alludes to the Roman eagle,

by
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by thy fword *. Lead me to the place of her refl that I may be-

hold her beauty. Pale fhe lies at the rock, and the cold winds

lift her hair. Her bow-ftring founds in the blaft, and her arrow

was broken in her fall. Raife the praife of the daughter of Sarno,

and give her name to the wind of the hills.

Bards.

See! meteors roll around the maidj and moon-beams lift her

foul ! Around her, from their clouds, bend the awful faces of her

fathers ; Sarno -j- of the gloomy brow ; and the red-rolling eyes of

Fidallan. When (hall thy white hand arife, and thy voice be heard

on our rocks .'' The maids fliall feek thee on the heath, but they will

not find thee. Thou Ihalt come, at times, to their dreams, and

fettle peace in their foul. Thy voice lliall remain in their ears Jl,

and they fhall think with Joy on the dreams of their reft. Meteors

roll around the maid, and moon-beams lift her foul !

* The fequel of the flory of Hidallan is allan was the firft king that reigned in

introduced, as an epifode, in the poem Iniftore.

which immediately follows in this col- . f The angel ended, and in Adam's ear

le£lion. So charming left his voice, that he a while

t Sarno the father of Comala died foon Thought him ftill fpeakinn-, ftill flood fix'd

after the flight of his daughter. Fid- to hear. Milton.

THE
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THE

WAR of CAROS*:
A POEM.

BRING, daughter ofTofcar, bring the harp; the hght of the

fong rifes in OfTian's foul. It is Hke the field, when darknefs

covers the hills around, and the fliadow grows flowly on the plain

of the fun.

I BEHOLD my fon, O Malvina, near the moffy rock of Crona -f j

but it is the mift ^ of the defart tinged with the beam of the weft :

Lovely is the mift that affumes the form of Ofcar ! turn from it, ye

winds, when ye roar on the fide of Ardven.

Who comes towards my fon, with the murmur of a fong ? His

ftaffis in his hand, his gray hair loofe on the wind. Surly joy

* Caro3 is probably the noted ufurper party under the command of Ofcar the fon

Caraufius, by birth a Menapian, who af- of Offian. This battle is the foundation

fumed the purple in the year 284; and, of the prefent poem, which is addrefled to

feizing on Britain, defeated the emperor Malvina the daughter of Tofcar.

Maximlan Herculius in feveral naval en- f Crona is the name of a fmall ftream

gagements, which gives propriety to his which runs into the Carron. On its

being called in this poem the king cfJJnps. banks is the fcene of the preceding drama-

He repaired Agricola's wall, in order tic poem.

to ob(lru£l the incurfions of the Caledo- J Who is this that cometh out of the

nians ; ar.d when he was employed in that vvildernefs like pillars of fmoke.

work, it appears he was attacked by a Sclokon's Song.

I lightens
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lightens his face ; and he often looks back to Caros. It is Ryno *

of the fong, he that went to view the foe.

What docs Caros king of fliips, faid the fon of the now mourn-

ful Offian ? fpreads he the wings
-f of his pride, bard of the times

of old ?

He fpreads them, Ofcar, replied the bard, but it is behind his

gathered heap ;]:. He looks over his ftones with fear, and beholds

thee terrible, as the ghoft of night that rolls the wave to his fhips.

Go, thou firftof my bards, fays Ofcar, and take thefpear of Fin-

gal. Fix a flame on its point, and fliake it to the winds of heaven.

I]id him, in fongs, to advance, and leave the rolling of his wave.

Tell to Caros that I long for battle ; and that my bow is weary of

tlie chace of Cona. Tell him the mightv are not here; and that

my arm is young.

He went with the murmur of his fong. Ofcar reared his voice

on high. It reached his heroes on Ardven, like the noife of a

cave
II

; when the fea of Togorma rolls before it ; and its trees meet

the roaring winds. They gather round my fon like the ftreams

of the hill ; when, after rain, they roll in the pride of their courfe.

Ryno came to the mighty Caros, and ftruck his flaming fpear.

Come to the battle of Ofcar, O thou that fittefl: on the rolling of

waters. Fingal is diftant far ; he hears the fongs of his bards in

* Ryno is often mentioned in the an- % Agricola's wall which Caraufius rc-

cient poetry. He feems to have been paired.

a bard, of the firfl rank, in the days of 1| As when the hollow rocks retain

Fingal. The found of bluflering winds.

—

t The Roman eagle, Milton.

Morven

:
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Morven : and the wind of his hall is in his hair. His terrible fpear

is at his fide; and his fliield that is like that darkened moon. Come
to the battle of Ofcar ; the hero is alone.

He came not over the flreamy Carun * ; the bard returned with

his fong. Gray night grows dim on Crona. The feaft of fliells.

is fpread. A hundred oaks burn to the wind, and faint light gleams

over the heath. The ghofts of Ardven pafs through the beam, and

fhew their dim and diftant forms. Comala -f is half-unfeen on her

meteor ; and Hidallan is fullen and dim, like the darkened moon
behind the mill of night.

Why art thou fad? faid Ryno; for he alone beheld the chief.

Why art thou fad, Hidallan, haft thou not received thy fame ? The

fongs of Offian have been heard, and thy ghoft has brightened in

the wind, when thou didft bend from thy cloud to hear the fong of

Morven's bard.

And do thine eyes behold the hero, faid Ofcar, like the dim

meteor of night ? Say, Ryno, fay, how fell the chief that was fo re-

nowned in the days of our fathers ? His name remains on the

rocks of Cona ; and I have often (sen the ftreams of his hills.

Fin GAL, replied the bard, had driven Hidallan from his wars.

The king's foul was fad for Comala, and his eyes could not behold

Hidallan.

* The river Carron. order to introduce the fequel of Hidallan's

+ This is the fcene of Comala's death, ftory, who, on account of her death, had

which is the fubje£t of the dramatic poem, been expelled from the wars of Fin^al.

—The poet mentions her in this place, in

O Lonely,
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:

Lonely, fad along the heath he flowly moved with filent fteps.

His arms hang difordefed on his fide. His hair flies loofe from his

hchnet. The tear is in his down-caft eyesj and the figh half-filent

in his brealt.

Three days he flrayed unfeeii, alone, before he came to La-

mor's halls : the moffy halls of his father?, at the flream of Balva *.

. There Lamor fat alone beneath a tree ; for he had fent his

people with Hidallan to war. The flream ran at his feet, and his

gray head refled on his rtafF. Sightlefs are his aged eves. He

hums the fong of other times. The noife of Hidallan's feet came

to his ear : he knew the tread of his fon.

Is the fon of Lamor returned ; or is it the found of his ghofl ?

Haft thou fallen on the banks of Carun, fon of the aged Lamor ?

Or, if I hear the found of Hidallan's feet j where are the mighty in

the war ? where are my people, Hidallan, that were wont to return

with their echoing fliields ? Have they fallen on the banks

of Carun .''

No : replied the fighing youth, the people of Lamor live. They

are renowned in battle, my father ; but Hidallan is renowned no

more. I mull fit alone on the banks of Balva, when the roar of the

battle grows.

But thy fathers never fat alone, replied the rifing pride of La-

mor ; they never fat alone on the banks of Balva, when the roar of

battle rofe. Doft thou not behold that tomb ? My eyes difcern

* This is perhaps that fmall flream, tivar in Stirlingfhire. Balva fignifiss a

fliU retaining the name of Balva, which filentJlream ; and Glcntivar, the Jcqueflcred

runs through the romantic valley of Gltn- vaU,

it
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it not ; there refts the noble Garmallon who never Hed from war.

Come, thou renowned in b;ittle, he lays, come to thy father's

tomb. How am I renowned, Garmallon, for my fon has fled

from war ?

King of the ftreamy Balva ! faid Hidallan with a figh, why dofl

thou torment my foul ? Lamor, I never feared.—Fingal was fad for

Comala, and denied his wars to Hidallan ; go to the gray ftreams

of thy land, he faid, and moulder like a leaflefs oak, which the

winds have bent over Balva, never more to grovv'.

And muft I hear, Lamor replied, the lonely tread of Hidallan's

feet ? When thoufands are renowned in battle, fliall he bend over

my gray ftreams ? Spirit of the noble Garmallon ! carry Lamor to

his place ; his eyes are dark ; his foul is fad ; and his fon has loft

his fame.

Where, faid the youth, fliall I fearch for fame to gladden the

foul of Lamor ? From whence (hall I return with renown, that the

found of my arms may be pleafant in his ear ? If I go to the

chace of hinds, my name will not be heard.—Lamor will not feel

my dogs, with his hands, glad at my arrival from the hill. He will

not enquire of his mountains, or of the dark-brown deer of his

defarts.

I MUST fall, faid Lamor, like a leaflefs oak : it grew on a rock,

but the winds have overturned it. My ghoft will be feen on

my hills, mournful for my young Hidallan. Will not ye, ye mifts, as

ye rife, hide him from my fight ? —My fon !—go to Lamor's

hall : there the arms ef our fathers hang.—Bring the fword of Gar-

mallon ;—he took it from a foe.

O 2 He
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He went and brought the fword with all its ftudded thongs.

He gave it to his father. The gray-haired hero felt the point with

his hand.

My fon !—lead me to Garmallon's tomb : it riles befide that ruH:-

ling tree. The long grafs is withered ;—I heard the breeze whift-

Wng there.—A little fountain murmurs near, and fends its water to

Balva. There let me reft ; it is noon : and the fun is on our fields.

He led him to Garmallon's tomb. Lamor pierced the fide of his

fon. They fleep together : and their ancient halls moulder on

Balva's banks.—Ghofts are feen there at noon : the valley is filent,

and the people fhun the place of Lamor.

Mournful is thy tale, faid Ofcar, fon of the times of old !

—

My foul fighs for Hidallan ; he fell in the days of his youth. He

flies on the blaft of the defart, and his wandering is in a foreign

land.

Sons of the ecchoing Morven ! draw near to the foes of Fingal.

Send the night away in fongs ; and watch the ftrength of Caros.

Ofcar goes to the people of other times ; to the fhades of filent Ard-

ven ; where his fathers fit dim in their clouds, and behold the future

war.—And art thou there, Hidallan, like a half-extinguiflied meteor ?

Come to my fight, in thy forrow, chief of the roaring Balva !

The heroes move with their fongs.—Ofcar flowly afcends thjt;

hill.—The meteors of night fet on the heath before him. A dill:ant

torrent faintly roars.—Unfrequent blafts rufli through aged oaks.

The half-enlightened moon finks dim and red behind her hill.

—

Feeble voices are heard on the heath. Ofcar drew his fword.

I CoME^.
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Come, Md the hero, O ye ghofts of my ftithers ! ye that fought

againfl: the kings of the world !—Tell me tlie deeds of future times ;

and your converfe in your caves ; when you talk together and behold

your fons in the fields of the valiant.

Trenmor came, from his hill, at the voice of his mighty fon.

—

A cloud, like the fteed of the ftranger, fupported his airy limbs.

His robe is of the mill of Lano, that brings death to the people.

His fword is a green meteor half-extinguiflied. His face is with-

out form, and dark. He fighed thrice over the hero : and thrice

the winds of the night roared around. Many were his words to

Ofcar : but they only came by halves to our ears : they were dark

as the tales of other times, before the light of the fong arofe. He
flowly vaniflied, like a mift that melts on the funny hill.

It was then, O daughter of Tofcar, my fon begun firft to be fad.

He forefaw the fall of his race ; and, at times, he was thoughtful

and dark; like the fun* when he carries a cloud on his face; but

he looks afterwards oi^ the hills of Cona.

Oscar paffed the night among his fathers, gray morning met

him on the banks of Carun.

A GREEN vale furrounded a tomb which arofe in the times of old.

Little hills lift their head at a diftance ; and ftretch their old trees

to the wind. The warriors of Caros fat there, for they had paffed

the ftream by night. They appeared, like the trunks of aged pines,

to the pale light of the morning.

Oscar flood at the tomb, and raifed thrice his terrible voice.

The rocking hills ecchoed around : the Parting roes bounded away.

* caput objcura nitidumferrugint texit, Vjrg.
And
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And the trembling ghofts of the dead fled, flirieking on their clouds.

So terrible was the voice of my fon, when he called his friends.

A THOU s AND ipears rofe around ; the people of Caros rofe.—Why,
daughter of Tofcar, why that tear? My fon, though alone, is brave.

Ofcar is like a beam of the fky ; he turns around and the people fall.

His hand is like the arm of a ghoft, when he llretches it from a cloud :

the reft of his thin form is unfeen : but the people die in the vale.

My fon beheld the approach of the foe ; and he flood in the fi-

lent darknefs of his ftrength. " Am I alone, faid Ofcar, in the

midfl of a thoufand foes ?—Many a fpear is there !—many a darkly-

rolling eye !—Shall I fly to Ardven r—But did my fathers ever fly !

The mark of their arm is in a thoufand battles.—Ofcar too will

be renowned. Come, ye dim ghofls of my fathers, and behold

my deeds in war!—I may fall; but I will be renowned like the

race of the ecchoing Morven *".

He flood, growing in his place, like the flood of the narrow vale.

The battle came, but they fell : bloody was the fword of Ofcar.

The noife reached his people at Crona ; they came like a hundred

flreams. The warriors of Caros fled, and Ofcar remained like a

rock left by the ebbing fea.

* This paflage is very like the foliloquy What danger, fingly if Ifl-incl the ground,

of Uiyfies upon a fimilar occafion. My friends all fcatter"d, all the foes around?

iliy.Qi fj'i), Ti' —«9a; y.tyx uh xxkoh. Yet wherefore doubtful? let this truth

uixi (f'iZu^cn, fuffice ;

nAt)6J> TapSriVfls,- • TO (Tf fij'fcii aix£v a,Kow Thebravemeets danger,anjiheco\vardflies;

MS^sf &c. HoM. 11. II. To die or conquer proves a hero's heart.

What farther fubterfugejVvhat hopes remain? And knowing this, 1 know a foldier's part.

What fliame, inglorious if I quit the plain ? Pope.

S Now
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Now dark and deep, with all his fleeds, Caros rolled his mitrht

along : the little ftreams are loft in his courfe j and the earth is rock-

ing round. Battle fpreads from wing to wing : ten thouiand

fwords gleam at once in the fky. But why fliould Offian fmg cf

battles ?—For never more fliall my fteel (hine in war. I remember

the days of my youth with forrow ; when I feel the weaknefs of my
arm. Happy are they who fell in their youth, in the midft of their

renown !—They have not beheld the tombs of their friend : or fail-

ed to bend the bow of their ftrength. Happy art thou, O Of-

car, in the midft of thy ruOiing blaft. Thou often goeft to the

fields of thy fame, where Caros fled from thy lifted fword.

Darkness comes on my foul, O fair daughter of Tofcar, I be-

hold not the form of my fon at Carun ; nor the figure of Ofcar on

Crona. The ruftling winds have carried him far away ; and the

heart of his father is fad.

But lead me, O Malvina, to the found of my woods, and the

roar of my mountain ftreams. Let the chace be heard on Cona

;

that I may think on the days of other years.—And bring me the

harp, O maid, that I may touch it when the light of my foul fhall

arife. Be thou near, to learn the fong ; and future times fhall

hear of Offian.

The fons of the feeble hereafter will lift the voice on Cona ;

and, looking up to the rocks, fay, " Here Offian dwelt." They

{hall admire the chiefs of old, and the race that are no more

:

while we ride on our clouds, Malvina, on the wings of the roaring

winds. Our voices ftiall be heard, at times, in the defirt j and we

fhall ling on the winds of the rock.

THE
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THE

WAR of INIS-THONA*:

A POEM.
OUR youth is like the dream of the hunter on the hill of heath.

Me lleeps in the mild beams of the fun -, but he awakes amidfl

aftornii the red lightning flies around: and the trees Ihake their

heads to the wind. He looks back with joy, on the day of the

fun ; and the pleafant dreams of his reft !

When ihall Offian's youth return, or his ear delight in the found

of arms ? When lliall I, like Ofcar, travel
-f-

in the light of my

fteel ?—Come, with your ftreams, ye hills of Cona, and liften to

the voice of OfTian ! The fong rifes, like the fun, in my foul ; and

my heart feels the joys of other times.

I BEHOLD thy towers, O Selmal and the oaks of thy fhaded

wall :—thy ftreams found in my ear ; thy heroes gather round.

Fingal fits in the midft ; and leans on the Ihield of Trenmor :—his

* Inis-thona, /. e. the ijland cf waves, woven. The work itfelf is loft, but fome

was a country of Scandinavia fubje£l to its epifodes, and the ftory of the poem, are

own king, but depending upon the king- handed down by tradition. There are

dom of Lochlin.—This poem is an epifode fome now living, who, in their youth, have

introduced in a great work compofed by heard the whole repeated.

Ofliar, in which the anions of his friends, f Travelling in the greatnefs of his

and his beloved fon Ofcar, were inter- ftrength. Is.aIAH Ixiii. i-

fpear
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fpear ftands agalnfl; the wall; he hftens to the long of his bards

The deeds of his arm are heard ; and the adions of the king in

his youth.

Oscar had returned from the chace, and heard the hero's praife.

—He took the fhicld of Branno * from the wall ; his eyes were

filled with tears. Red was the cheek of youth. His voice was

trembling, low. My fpear fhook its bright head in his hand : he

fpoke to Morven's king.

Fin GAL ! thou king of heroes ! Offian, next to him in war ! ve

have fought the battle in your youth ; your names are renowned in

the fong.—Ofcar is like the mift of Cona ; I appear and vanifli.

—

The bard will not know my name.—The hunter will not fearch in

the heath for my tomb. Let me fight, O heroes, in the battles of

Inis-thona. Diflant is the land of my war !—ye fhall not hear of

Ofcar's fall. Some bard may find me there, and give my name

to the fong.—The daughter of the ftranger fhall fee my tomb, and

weep over the youth that came from afar. The bard (hall fay, at

the feafl, hear the fong of Ofcar from the diflant land !

Oscar, replied the kingof Morven j thou flialt fight, fbn of my

fame !—Prepare my dark-bofomed fliip to carry my hero to Inis-

thona. Son of my fon, regard our fame ;—for thou art of the race

of renown. Let not the children of ftrangers fay, feeble are the

fons of Morven ! Be thou, in battle, like the roaring ftorm

:

mild as the evening fun in peace.—Tell, Ofcar, to Inis-thona's king,

that Fingal remembers his youth ; when we flrove in the combat

together in the days of Agandect-a..

» This is Branno, the father of Everal- round the lake of Lego.—His great anions

lin, and grandfather to Ofcar ; he was of are handed down by tradition, and his ho-

Irifli extraiSion and lord of the country fpitality has pafTed into a proverb.

p They
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Thev lifted up the founding fail ; the wind whirled through tlic

thongs * of their malts. Waves laflithe oozy rocks : the ftrength of

ocean roars. My fon beheld, from the wave, the land of groves.

He rullied into the ecchoing bay of Runa ; and fent his fword to

Annir king of fpears.

The gray-haired hero rofe, when he faw the fword of Fingal.

His eyes were full of tears, and he remembered the battles of their

youth. Twice they lifted the fpear before the lovely Agandecca :

heroes flood far diftant, as if two ghofts contended.

But now, begun the king, I am old -, the fword lies ufelefs in my
hall. Thou who art of Morven's race ! Annir has been in the ftrife

of fpears j but he is pale and withered now, like the oak of Lano»

I have no fon to meet thee with joy, or to carry thee to the halls of

his fathers. Argon is pale in the tomb, and Ruro is no more.

—

My daughter is in the hall of Grangers, and longs to behold my
tomb. Her fpoufe fliakes ten thoufand fpears ; and comes

-f-
like

cloud of death from Lano.—Come, to fliare the feaft of Annir, fon.

of ecchoing Mon'eu.

Three days they feafted together; on the fourth Annir heard

the name of Ofcar.—They rejoiced in the flicll :{: ; and purfued the

boars of Runa.

* Leather thongs were ufed in Oflian's pleat victory. An end was put to the war

time, inflead of ropes. by the death of Cormalo, who fell in a fingle

t Cormalo had refolved on a war againfl combat, by Ofcar's hand.—Thus is the

his father in law Annir king of Inis thona, (lory delivered down by tradition ; though

in order to deprive hirr» of his kingdom: the poet, to raife the chara£ler of his ion,

the injuftice of his defigns was fo much re- makes Ofcar himfelf propofe the expedition.

fented by Fingal, that he fent his grandfcn, J To tejoice in the Jl.cli is a phrafe for

Ofcar, to the affiftance of Annir. Both ar- feafting fumptuoufly and drinking freely,

mies came foon to a battle, in which the I have obferved in a preceding note, that

conduit and valour of Ofcar obtained a com- the ancient Scots drunk in (hells.

I Beside
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Beside the fount of mofly ftones, the weary heroes reft. The tear

fteals in fecret from Annir : and he broke the rifing figh. Here

darkly reft, the hero faid, the children of my youth.—This ftone is

the tomb ofRuro: that tree founds over the grave of Argon. Do
ye hear my voice, O my fons, within your narrow houfe ? Or do

ye fpeak in thefe ruftUng leaves, when the winds of the defart rife ?

King of Inis-thona, faid Ofcar, how fell the children of youth?

The wild boar often ruflies over their tombs, but he does not di-

fturb the hunters. They purfue deer* formed of clouds, and bend

their airy bow.—They ftill love the fport of their youth ; and mount

the wind with joy.

* The notion of Oflian concerning the

ftate of the dcceafed, was the fame with

that of the ancient Greeks and Romans.

They imagined that the fouls purfued, in

their feparate flate, the employments and

pleafures of their former life.

jlrmaproculyCurrufquevirum miratur Inanis.

Slant terra defixee hajla, paffimque foluti

Per campuin pafcuntur equj, qua gratia

curruum

Armorumque fuh vlvis ; qua cura mtcr.tis

Pafcere equos, eadem fequitur tellure repojloi.

VlRG.

The chief beheld their chariots from afar;

Their fhining arms and courfers train'J

to war

:

Their lances fix'd in earth, their fieeds

around.

Free from the harnef-, graze the flow'ry

ground.

The love of horfes which they had, alive.

And care of chariots, after death furvive.

Dryden'.

EiJ'ioAci'.'

Sy lplj/,1/^ VVKtI EOOCtof

ru/xKJK To^oi/ 'iyjjuVf xai nn iitup'^(piv o'lVov

Aeivou sraTTixivui/, a,U] (ixXiovn loix<c;, &c.

HoM.Odyff. II.

Now I the ftrength of Hercules behold,

A tow'ring fped^re of gigantic mold ;

Gloomy as night he flands in a£l to throw

Th' aerial arrow from the twanging bow.

Around his bread a wond'rous zone is roll'd

\Vhere woodland monfters grin in fretted

gold,

There fullen lions fternly feem to roar.

There war and havock and deftrudtion flood.

And vengeful murder red with human blood.

Pope.

P 2 CORAMO,
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CoRMALo, replied the king, is chief of ten thoufand fpears

;

he dwells at the dark-rolling waters of Lano *
; which fent forth the

cloud of death. He came to Runa's ecchoing halls, and fought the

honour of the fpear
-f-.

The youth was lovely as the firft beam of

the fun ; and few were they who could meet him in fight !—My
heroes yielded to Cormalo : and my daughter loved the fon of Lano.

Argon and Ruro returned from the chacej the tears of their

pride defcend :—They rolled their lilent eyes on Runa's heroes, be-

eaufe they yielded to a ftranger : three days they feafted with Cor-

malo : on the fourth my Argon fought.—But who could fight with

Argon !—Lano's chief is overcome. His heart fwelled with the grief

of pride, and he refolved, in fecret, to behold the death of my fons.

They went to the hills ofRuna, and purfued the dark-brown

hinds. The arrow of Cormalo flew in fecret ; and my children

fell. He came to the maid of his lo\-e ; to Inis-thona's dark-haired

maid. They fled over the defart—and Annir remained alone.

Night came on and day appeared; nor Argon's voice, nor Ru-

ro's came. At length their much-loved dog is feen j the fleet and

bounding Runar. He came into the hall and howled ; and feemed

to look towards the place of their fall. We followed him : we

found them here : and laid them by this moffy ftream. This is the

haunt of Annir, when the chace of the hinds is over. I bend like

the trunk of an aged oak above them : and my tears for ever flow.

* Lano was a Jake of Scandinavia, plains of autumn, and brings death to the

remarkable, in the days of Olfian, for people. Fingal, B. I.

emitting a peftilential vapour in autumn. f By the honour of the [pear is meant the

jind thou, O valiant Duchsmar, like the tournament pradlifed among the ancient

mifi of niarjhy Lano ; tx.'hcn it fails over the northern nations.

2 RONNAN,
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O RoNNAN ! faid the rifing Ofcar, Ogar king of fpears ! call my
heroes to my fide, the fons of ftreamy Morven. To-day we go to

Lano's water, that fends forth the cloud of death. Cormalo will not

long rejoice : death is often at the point of our fwords.

They came over the defart like flormy clouds, when the winds

roll them over the heath : their edges are tinged with lightning :

and the ecchoing groves forefee the ftorm. The horn of Ofcar's

battle is heard ; and Lano fhook over all its waves. The children

of the lake convened around the foundino; Hiield of Cormalo.

Oscar fought, as he was wont in battle. Cormalo fell beneath

his fword : and the fons of the difmal Lane fled to their fecret vales.

Ofcar brought the daughter of Inis-thona to Annir's ecchoing

halls. The face of age is bright with joy; he bleft the king of

fwords.

How great was the joy of Oflian, when he beheld the diftant fail

of his fon ! it was like a cloud of light that rifes in the eaft, when

the traveller is fad in a land unknown ; and difmal night, with her

ghofts, is fitting around him.

We brought him, with fongs, to Selma's halls. Fingal ordered

the feaft of fliells to be fpread. A thoufand bards raifed the name

of Ofcar : and Morven anfwered to the noife. The daughter of

Tofcar was there, and her voice was like the harp ; when the diftant

found comes, in the evening, on the foft-ruftling breeze of the vale.

O LAY me, ye that fee the light, near fome rock of my hills :

let the thick hazels be around, let the ruftling oak be near. Green

be the place of my reft ; and let the found of the diftant torrent

be heard. Daughter of Tofcar, take the harp, and raife the lovely

foug
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fong of Selma; that fleep may overtake mv foul in the midft of

joy } that the dreams of my youth may return, and the days of the

mighty Fingal.

Selma! I behold thy towers, thy trees, and fliaded wall. I fee

the heroes of Morven ; and hear the fong of bards. Ofcar lifts the

fword of Cormalo ; and a thoufand youths admire its ftudded thongs.

They look with wonder on my fon ; and admire the ftrength of his

arm. They mark the joy of his father's eyes ; they long for an

equal fame.

And ye fliall have your fame, O fons of ftreamy Morven.—My
foul is often brightened with the fong -, and I remember the com-

panions of my youth. But fleep defcends with the found of the

harp ; and pleafant dreams begin to rife. Ye fons of the chace Itand

far diftant, nor difturb my reft *. The bard of other times con-

verfes now with his fathers, the chiefs of the days of old.—Sons of

the chace, ftand far diftant ; difturb not the dreams of Oflian.

* I charge you, O ye daughters of Je- field, that ye ftir not up, nor awake my

rufalem, by the roes, and by the hinds of the love, till he pleafe. Solomon's Song.

THE
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THE

BATTLE of LORA:

A O E M*.

SON of the diftant land, who dwelleft in the fecret cell! do I

hear the founds of thy grove ? or is it thy voice of fongs ?

—

The torrent was loud in my ear, but I heard a tunefnl voice ; dofl

thou praife the chiefs of thy land ; or the fpirits -f of the wind ?

—

But, lonely dweller of the rock ! look over that heathy plain : thou

feed: green tombs, with their rank, whiftling grafs ; with their ftones

* This poem is compleat ; nor does it ragon king of Sora, a country cfScandi-

appear from tradition, that it was intro- navia, the declared enemy of Fingal, The

duced, as an epifode, into any of Oflian's valou: of A!do foon gained him a great

great works.— It it called, in the original, reputation in Sora: and Lorma the beauiL-

Duan a Chuldich, or the Culdee's pcau, ful wife of Erragon fell in love with him.

becaufe it was addrefled to one of the firft —He found means to efcape with her, and

Chriflian miflionaries, who were called, to come to Fingal, who refided then in

from their retired life, Culdees, or fe- Selma on the weftern coaft.— Erragon in-

qu-Jiiied perfons.—The ftory bears a near vaded Scotland, and was flain in battle by

refemblance to that which was the foun- Gaul the fon of Morni, after he had re-

dation of the Iliad. Fingal, on his return jefled terms of peace offered him by Fin-

from Ireland, after he had expelled Swa- gal.—In this war Aldo fell, in a fingle

ran from that kingdom, made a feaft to all combat, by the hands of his rival Erragon ;

his heroes : he forgot to invite Ma-ronnan and the unfortunate Lorma afterwards died

and Aldo, two chiefs, who had not been of grief.

along with him on his expedition. They f The poet alludes to the religious hymns

lefemed his negled; and went over to Er- of the Culdees,

of
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of mofTy heads : thou feefl them, fon of the rock, but OfTlan's eyes

have failed.

A MOUNTAIN-STREAM coHies roaring down and fends its wa-

ters round a green hill : four moffy flones, in the midft of withered

grafs, rear their heads on the top ; two trees, \\'hich the ftorms

have bent, fpread their whirling branches around. This is thy

dwelling, Erragon * ; this thy narrow houfe : the found of thy fliells

have been long forgot in Sora : and thy fliield is become dark in thy

hall. Erragon, king of fliips ! chief of diftant Sora ! how hall:

thou fallen on our mountains
-f-

! How is the mighty low !

Son of the fecret cell ! doft thou delight in fongs ? Hear the

battle of Lora; the found of its fteel is long fince part. So thun-

der on the darkened hill roars and is no more. The fun returns

with his filent beams : the glittering rocks, and green heads of the

mountains fmile.

The bay of Ccna received our fliips :}:, from Ullin's rolling waves :

our white flieets hung loofe to tlie mafts : and the boiilerous winds

roared behind the groves of Morven. The horn of the king is

founded, and the deer ftart from their rocks. Our arrows flew in

the woods ; the feafl: of the hill is fpread. Our joy was great on

our rocks, for the fill of the terrible Swaran.

* Erragon, or Ferg thonn, fignlfies the How are the mighty fallen in the midft

rage of the wav s
;
probabiy a poetical name of the battle ! O Jonathan, thou waft flain

given him by Offianhimfelf; for he goes in thine high places,

by the name of Annir in tra.lition. 2 Sam. ii. 25.

f The beauty of iffaei is fldin on thy high J This was at Fingal's return from his

places : how are the mighty fallen ! war againft Swaran.

2 Sam. ii. 19.

Two
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Two heroes were forgot at our feaftj and the rage of their bo-

foms burned. They rolled their red eyes in fecret : the figh burfts

from their breafts. They were feen to talk together, and to throw

their fpears on earth. They were two dark clouds, in the midft of

our joy ; like pillars of mift on the fettled fea ; it glitters to the fun,

but the mariners fear a ftorm.

Raise my white fails, faid Ma-ronnan, raife them to the winds of

the weft ; let us rufli, O Aldo, through the foam of the northern

wave. We are forgot at the feaft : but our arms have been red in

blood. Let us leave the hills of Fingal, and ferve the king of Sora.

His countenance is fierce, and the war darkens round his Ipear.

Let us be renowned, O Aldo, in the battles of ecchoing Sora.

They took their fwords and fhields of thongs j and ruflied to

Lumar's founding bay. They came to Sora's haughty king, the

chief of bounding fteeds. Erragon had returned from the chace :

his fpear was red in blood. He bent his dark face to the ground :

and whiftled as he went. He took the ftrangers to his feafts :

they fought and conquered in his wars.

Aldo returned with his fame towards Sora's lofty walls.—From

her tower looked the fpoufe of Erragon, the humid, rolling eyes of

Lorma. Her dark-brown hair flies on the wind of ocean : her

white breaft heaves, like fnow on heath ; when the gentle winds

arife, and flowly move it in the light. She faw young Aldo, like

the beam of Sora's fetting fun. Her foft heart fighed : tears filled

her eyes ; and her white arm fupported her head.

Three days fiie fat within the hall, and covered grief v/ith joy.

—On the fourth flie fled with the hero, along the rolling fea. •

They came to Cona's moily tcv/ers, to Fingal king of fpears.

Q^ Aldo
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Aldo of the heart of pride ! fliid the rifing king of Morven, fliall

I defend thee from the wrath of Sora's injured king ? who will now

receive my people into their halls, or give the feaft of ftrangers,

fmce Aldo, of the little foul, has carried away the fair of Sora ? Go

to thy hills, thou feeble hand, and hide thee in thy caves ; mourn-

ful is the battle we mufl: fight, with Sora's gloomy king. Spirit

of the noble Trenmor ! When will Fingal ceafe to fight ? I was

born in the midfl of battles *, and my fteps mufl; move in blood to

my tomb. But my hand did not injure the weak, my fl:eel did not

touch the feeble in arms.—I behold thy tempeflis, O Morven, which

will overtrun my halls ; when my children are dead in battle, and

none remains to dwell in Selma. Then will the feeble come, but

they will not know my tomb : my renown is in the fong : and my

anions lliall be as a dream to future times.

His people gathered around Erragon, as the ftorms round the

ghoft of night ; when he calls them from the top of Morven, and

prepares to pour them on the land of the fl:ranger. He came to

the fliore of Cona, and fent his bard to the king ; to demand the

combat of thoufands ; or the land of many hills.

Fingal fat in his hall with the companions of his youth around

him. The young heroes were at the chace, and far diftant in the

defart. The gray-haired chiefs talked of other times, and of the

actions of their youth; when the aged Narthmor
-f-

came, the king

of ftreamy Lora.

This is no time, begun the chief, to hear the fongs of other years :

Erragon frowns on the coafl:, and lifts ten thoufand fwords. Gloomy

* Comhal the Father of Fingal was flain may, with propriety, be faid to have been

in battle, againfl the tribe of Morni, the born in the tnldjl of battles.

very day that Fingal was born ; fo that he f Neart-mor, greatJirength, Lora, mify.

is
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is the king among his chiefs ! he is Hke the darkened moon, amidft

the meteors of night.

Come, faidFingal, from thy hall, thou daughter ofmy love ; come

from thy hall, Bofmina *, maid of ftreamy Morven ! Narthmor,

take the fteeds -j- of the ftrangers, and attend the daughter of Fingal :

let her bid the king of Sora to our feaft, to Selma's fliaded wall.

Offer him, O Bofmina, the peace of heroes, and the wealth

of generous Aldo : our youths are far diffant, and age is on our

trembling hands.

She came to the hoft of Erragon, like a beam of light to a cloud.

In her right hand fhone an arrow of gold : and in her left a

iparkling fliell, the fign of iVIorven's peace.

Erragon brightened in her prefence as a rock, before the fud-

den beams of the fun ; when they iffue from a broken cloud, divid-

ed by the roaring wind.

Son of the diftant Sora, begun the mildly blufhing maid, come to

the feaft of Morven's king, to Selma's fhaded walls. Take the peace

of heroes, O warrior, and let the dark fword reft by thy fide.—And

if thou chufeft the wealth of kings, hear the words of the generous

Aldo. He gives to Erragon an hundred fteeds, the children of

the rein ; an hundred maids from diftant lands ; an hundred hawks

with fluttering wing, that fly acrofs the fky. An hundred girdles :{:

(hall alfo be thine, to bind high-bofomed women j the friends of

the

* Bo(-m\\'\rLi,fcft and tender hand. She Roman province, which feems to be inti-

was the youngeft of Fingal's children. mated in the phrafe of ihejleeds ofjlrangers,

f Thefc were probably horfes taken in J Sanftified girdles, till very lately, were

the incurfions of the Caledonians into the kept in many families in the north of Scot-

O 2 lan<l 5



ii6 The B A T T L E of L O R A:

the births of heroes, and the cure of the fons of toil.—Ten fhells

ftudded with gems (hall Ihine in Sora's towers : the blue water

trembles on their ftars, and feems to be fparkling wine. They

gladdened once the kings of the world *, in the midfl of their ec-

choing halls. Thefe, O hero, fliall be thine ; or thy white-bofom-

ed fpoufe. Lorma fliall roll her bright eyes in thy halls ; though

Fingal loves the generous Aldo :—Fingal !—who never injured a

hero, though his arm is ftrong.

Soft voice of Cona ! replied the king, tell him, that he fpreads

liis feaft in vain. Let Fingal pour his fpoils around me -, and

bend beneath my power. Let him give me the fwords of his fa-

thers, and the fliields of other times ; that my children may be-

hold them in my halls, and fay, " Thefe are the arms of Fingal."

Never fliall they behold them in thy halls, faid the rifing pride

of the maid J they are in the mighty hands of heroes who never

yielded in war.—King of the ecchoing Sora ! the ftorm is gathering

on our hills. Dofl thou not forefee the fall of thy people, fon of

the diftant land ?

She came to Selma's filent halls; the king beheld her down-cafl

eyes. He rofe from his place, in his ftrength, and fliook his aged

locks.—He took the founding mail of Trenmor, and the dark-brown

fliield of his fathers. Darknefs filled Selma's hall, when he ftretch-

ed his hand to his fpear :—the ghofts of thoufands were near, and

land ; they were bound about women in with words and geftures which fhewed the

labour, and were fuppofcd to alleviate their cuftom to have come originally from the

pains, and to accelerate the birth. They druids.

were imprefled with feveral myftical fi- * The Roman emperors. Thefe fliells

gures, and the ceremony of binding them were fome of the fpoils of the province.

about the woman's waift, was acconiijanied

forefaw
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forcfaw the death of the people. Terrible joy rofe in the face -of the

aged heroes : they rurtied to meet the foe j their thoughts ai-e on the

adtions of other years : and on the fame of the tomb.

Now the dogs of the chace appeared at Trathal's tomb : FingaJ

knew that his young heroes followed them, and he ftopt in the

midlt of his courfe. Ofcar appeared the firft ;—then Morni's fon,

and Nemi's race :—Fercuth * fliewed his gloomy form : Dermid

fpread his dark hair on the wind. Offian came the laft, O fon of the

rock
-f-,

I hummed the fong of other times : my fpear fupported

my fteps over the little ftreams, and my thoughts were of mighty

men. Fingal flruck his bofly fliield ; and gave the difmal fign of

war; a thoufand fwords '^, at once unflieathed, gleam on the wav-

ing heath. Three gray-haired fons of the fong raife the tuneful,

mournful voice. Deep and dark with founding fteps, we rufh, a

gloomy ridge, along : like the fliower of a ftorm when it pours on

the narrow vale.

The king ofMorven fat on his hill: the fun-beam
||
of battle

flew on the wind : the companions of his youth are near, with all

their waving locks of age. joy rofe in the hero's eyes when he

beheld his fons in war j when he faw them amidft the lightning of

fwords, and mindful of the deeds of their fathers. Erragon came

on, in his ftrength, like the roar of a winter ftream : the battle falls

in his courfe, and death is at his fide.

* Fear-cuth,the fame with Fergus th- man Of mighty Cherubim ; the fudden blaze

»/"//;^ w^jV, or a commander of an army. Far round illurain'd hell.

t The poet addrefles himfelf to the Milton'.

Culdee.
II
I have obferved in a former note, that

X He fpake ; and to confirm his words the ilandard of Fingal was called the fun^

out-flcw. [ thighs beam fiom its being ftudded wiih ftones

K'lillicns o> flaming fwords, drawn from the and gold.

3 Who
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Who comes, faid Fingal, like the bounding roe, Hke the hart of

ecchoing Cona ? His fhield glitters on his fide ; and the clang of his

armour is mournful. He meets with Erragon in the flrife !—

Behold the battle of the chiefs !—it is like the contending of ghofts

in a gloomy ftorm. But falleft thou, fon of the liill, and is thy

white bofom flained with blood ? Weep, unhappy Lorma, Aldo is

no more.

The king took the fpear of his ftrength ; for he was fad for the

fall of Aldo : he bent his deathful eyes on the foe ; but Gaul met

the king of Sora. Who can relate the fight of the chiefs ?—The

mighty ftranger fell.

Sons of Cona! Fingal cried aloud, flop the hand of death.

—

Mighty was he that is now fo low ! and much is he mourned in

Sora ! The ftranger will come towards his hall, and w^onder why it

is filent. The king is fallen, O ftranger, and the joy of his houfe

is ceafed. Liften to the found of his woods : perhaps his ghoft is

there; but he is far diftant, on Morvcn, beneath the fword of a

foreign foe.

Such were the words of Fingal, when the bard raifed the fong

of peace ; we ftopped our uplifted fwords, and Ipared the feeble

foe. We laid Erragon in that tomb ; and I raifed the voice of grief

:

the clouds of night came rolling down, and the ghoft of Erragon

appeared to fome.—His face was cloudy and dark; and an half-

fornved figh is in his breaft. Bleft be thy foul, O king of Sora !

thine arm was terrible in war !

Lorma fat, in Aldo's hall, at the light of a flaming oak r the

night came, but he did not return ; and the foul of Lorma is fad.

—What detains thee, hunter of Cona ? for thou didft promife to

return.
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return.
"

Has the deer been diftant far -, and do the dark winds

figh, round thee, on the heath ? I am in the land of Grangers,

where is my friend, but Aldo ? Come from thy ecchoing hills, O
my beft beloved

!

Her eyes are turned toward the gate, and (he liftens to the ruft-

ling blaft. She thinks it is Aldo's tread, and joy rifes in her face :

—but forrow returns again, like a thin cloud on the moon. And

thou wilt not return, my love ? Let me behold the face of the hill.

The moon is in the eaft. Calm and bright is the breaft of the

lake ! When fhall I behold his dogs returning from the chace ?

When fhall I hear his voice, loud and diftant on the wind ? Come

from thy ecchoing hills, hunter of woody Cona !

His thin ghoft appeared, on a rock, like the watry beani of the

moon, when it rufhes from between two clouds, and the mid-

night fhower is on the field. She followed the empty form over

the heath, for fhe knew that her hero fell.—I heard her approaching

cries on the wind, like the mournful voice of the breeze, when it

fighs on the grafs of the cave.

She came, flie found her hero : her voice was heard no more :

filent fhe rolled her fad eyes ; fhe was pale as a watry cloud, that

rifes from the lake, to the beam of the moon.

Few were her days on Cona : fhe funk into the tomb : Fingal

commanded his bards ; and they fung over the death of Lorma.

The daughters * of Morven mourned her for one day in the year,

when the dark winds of autumn returned.

* The daughters of Ifrael went yearly to lament the daughter of Jephthah the

Gileadite four days in a year. Judges xi. 40.

Son

4
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Son of the diftant land*, thou dwelleft in the field of fame : O
let thy fong rife, at times, in the praile of thofe that fell : that their

thin ghofts may rejoice around thee ; and the foul of Lorma come

on a moon-beam
-f-,

when thou lieft down to reft, and the moon

looks into thy cave. Then fhalt thou fee her lovely ; but the tear

is flill on her cheek.

* The poet addrefles himfelf to the near the window of my reft ; when my

Culdee. thoughts are of peace ; and the din of arms

f Be thou on a moon-beam, O Morna, is over. Fingal, B. I.

C O N L A T H
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CONLATH and CUTHONA

A POEM*.
DID not Offian hear a voice ? or is it the found of days that are

no more ? Often does the memory of former times come, Hke

the evening fun, on my foul. The noife of the chace is renewed

;

and, in thought, I lift the fpear. But Offian did hear a voice :

Who art thou, fon of the night ? The fons of little men are afleep,

and the midnight wind is in my hall. Perhaps it is the fliield of

Fingal that echoes to the blaft, it hangs in Offian's hall, and he feels

* Conlath was the youngeft of Morni's

fons, and brother to the celebrated Gaul,

who is fo often mentioned in Offian's poems.

He was in love with Cuthona the daughter

ofRumar, when Tofcar the fon of Kin-

fena, accompanied by Fercuth his friend,

arrived, from Ireland, at Mora where

Conlath dwelt. He was hofpitably re-

ceived, and according to the cuftom of the

times, feafted, three days, with Conlath.

On the fourth he fet fail, and coaftingthe

ijland of waves, probably, one of the He-

brides, he faw Cuthona hunting, fell in love

with her, and carried her away, by force,

in his fliip. He was forced, by flrefs of

weather, into I-thona a Jefait ille. In the

mean-time Conlath, hearing of the rape.

failed after him, and found him on the

point of failing for the coaft of Ireland.

'

They fought ; and they, and their followers

fell by mutual wounds. Cuthona did not long

furvive : for fhe died of grief the third day

after. Fingal, hearing of their unfortunate

death, fent Stormal the fon of Moran to

bury them, but forgot to fend a bard to

fing the funeral fong over their tombs. The

ghoft of Conlath came, long after, to Of-

fian, to intreat him to tranfmit, to pofle-

rity, his and Cuthona's fame. For it was

the opinion of the times, that the fouls of the

deceafed were not happy, till their elegies

were compofed by a bard. Thus is the

ftory of the poem handed down by tra-

dition.

K It
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it fometimes with his hands. Yes !—I hear thee, my friend

;

long has thy voice been abfent from mine ear ! What brings thee,

on thy cloud, to Offian, fon of the generous Morni ? Are the friende

of the aged near thee ? Where is Ofcar, fon of fame ?—He was of-

ten near thee, O Conlath, when the din of battle rofe.

Ghost of Conlath.

Sleeps the fweet voice of Cona, in the midft of his ruftling hall f

Sleeps Offian in his hall, and his friends without their fame ? The

fea rolls round the dark I-thona *, and our tombs are not fcen by the

flranger. How long fliall our fame be unheard, fon of the eccho-

ing Morven ?

OSSIAN.

O THAT mine eyes could behold thee, as thou fittefl, dim, on

thy cloud ! Art thou like the mift of Lano ; or an half extinguilhed

meteor? Of what are the fkirts of thy robe ? Of what is thine airy

bow ? But he is gone on his blaft like the fliadow of mill.

—

Come from thy wall, my harp, and let me hear thy found. Let

the light of memory rife on I-thona ; that I may behold my friends.

And Offian does behold his friends, on the dark-bh'.e ifle.—The cave

of Thona appears, with its mofly rocks and bending trees. A ftream

roars at its mouth, and Tofcar bends over its courfe. Fercuth is fid

by his fide : and the maid -f of his love fits at a dillance, and weeps.

Does the wind of the waves deceive me r Or do 1 hear them Ipeak ?

ToSCAR.

The night was flormy. From their hills the groaning oaks came

down. The fea darkly-tumbl.d beneath the blaft, and the roaring

waves were climbing againfh our rocks.—The lightning came often

* I-ihonn, i 'and of vj.ves, one cf the -j- Cuthoiia the d ughter of Rumar, whom

uiiii.habi;c'J welkin iflvS. 'I'uLai had catntu a^ay by force.

1 and
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and fhewed the blafted fern.—Fercuth ! I faw the ghofl of night *.

Silent he ftood, on that banki his robe of mifl flew on the wind.

—

.1 could behold his tears : an aged man he feemed, and full of

thought.

Fercuth.

"It was thy father, OTofcar; and he forefees fome death among

his race. Such was his appearance on Cromla, before the great

Ma-ronnan -f fell. Ullin ^ ! with thy hills of grafs, how plea-

flint are thy vales ! Silence is near thy blue ftreams, and the fun is

on thy fields. Soft is the found of the harp in Selama
||, and lovely

the cry of the hunter on Cromla. But we are in the dark I-thona,

furrounded by the ftorm. The billows lift their white heads above

our rocks : and we tremble amidft the night.

ToscAR.

Whither is the foul of battle fled, Fercuth with the locks of

age ? I have feen thee undaunted in danger, and thine eyes burning

with joy in the fight. Whither is the foul of battle fled ? Our fa-

thers never feared.—Go : view the fettling fea : the fl:ormy wind is

kid. The billows ftill tremble 4- on the deep, and feem to fear the

blaft. But view the fettling fea : morning is gray on oar rocks.

The fun will loOk foon from his eail ; in all his pride of light.

* It was long thought, in the North of feilion concerning the extraordinary death

Scotland, that ftorms were railed by the of that hero,

ghofts of the deceafed. This notion is ftill % Ulfier in Ireland,

entertained by the vulgar ; for they think that y Sel imath

—

ieau ifulio beholJ, the name

whirlwinds, and fudden fqualis of wind are of Tofcar's palace on the coaft of Ulfter,

occafioned by fpirits, who tranfport them- near the mountain Cromla the fcene of

felves, in that manner, from one place to th: epic poem,

another. 4- the face of ocean fleeps,

t Maronnan was the brother of Tof- Ano a IHli horror faddcns all the deeps,

car : the tranflatoi has a poem in his pof- Pope's Homer.

R 2 I LIFTED
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:

I LIFTED up my fails, with joy, before the halls of generous

Conlath. Mycourfe was by the ifle of waves, where his love pur-

fued the deer. I faw her, like that beam of the fun that iflues from

the cloud. Her hair was on her heaving breafl: -, flie, bending for-

ward, drew the bow : her white arm feemed, behind her, like the

fnow of Cromla : Come to my foul, I faid, thou huntrefs of the

ifle of waves ! But flie fpends her time in tears, and thinks of the ge-

nerous Conlath. Where can I find thy peace, Cuthona, lovely maid!

CU-THONA *.

A DISTANT fteep bends over the fea, with aged trees and mofly

rocks : the billows roll at its feet : on its fide is the dwelling of

roes. The people call it Ardven. There the towers of Mora rife.

There Conlath looks over the fea for his only love. The daughters

of the chace returned, and he beheld their downcaft eyes. Where

is the daughter of Rumar ? But they anfwered not.—My peace dwells

on Ardven, fon of the diftant land !

TOSCAR.

And Cuthona fliall return to her peace ; to the halls of generous

Conlath. He is the friend of Tofcar : I have feafted in his halls.

—

Rife, ye gentle breezes of Ullin, and flretch my fails towards Ard-

ven's fhores. Cuthona fliall reft on Ardven : but the days of Tof-

car will be fad.—I fliall fit in my cave in the field of the fun. The

blaft will ruftle in my trees, and I fliall think it is Cuthona's voice.

But fhe is diftant far, in the halls of the mighty Conlath.

* Cuthona, ibe mournful found of the found of the waves ; her name in tradi*

i{.avei ; a poetical name given her by tion is Gorm-huil, the blue-e^ed maid,

Oflian, on acount of her mourning to the

A. Oh!
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CUTHONA.

Oh ! what cloud is that ? It carries the ghofts of my fathers. I

fee the fkirts of their robes, Uke gray and watry mift. When ihall

I fall, O Rumar ?—Sad Cuthona fees her death. Will not Conlath

behold me, before I enter the narro^v houfe * ?

OSSIAN.

And he will behold thee, O maid : he comes along the rolling

fea. The death of Tofcar is dark on his fpear -, and a wound is in

his fide. He is pale at the cave of Thona, and fhews his ghaftly

wound -{-. Where art thou with thy tears, Cuthona ? the chief of

Mora dies. The vifion grows dim on my mind :—I behold the

chiefs no more. But, O ye bards of future times, remember the

fall of Conlath with tears : he fell before his day
;}; ; and fadnefs

darkened in his hall. His mother looked to his fliield on the wall,

and it was bloody -j-. She knew that her hero died, and her forrow

was heard on Mora.

Art thou pale on thy rock, Cuthona, befide the fallen chiefs ?

The night comes, and the day returns, but none appears to raife

their tomb. Thou frightneft the fcreaming fowls
|1
away, and thy

tears forever flow. Thou art pale as a watry cloud, that rifes

from a lake.

The

* The grave. J Nam quia ncc fat<i, mcriia >:a- moitg

f inhumaii venit imago peribat,

Conjugis, ora modii adtollens pallida miris Scd niifera ante diem, l^c. Virg.

Crudelis aras, irajeifaque pe£loraferro -|- I' was the opinion of the times, that

Nudavit. Virg. the arms left by the heroes at home, became

the ghofl: appears bloody the very inftant their owners were

Of her linhappy Lord : the fpeflre flares, killed, though at ever (o great a diftance.

And with erefled eyes his bloody bofom || The fituation of Cuthona is like that

bares. Drvden, ofRizpali, Saul's miflrcfs, who fat by her

fons
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The fons of the defart came, and they found her dead. They

raife a tomb over the heroes; and fhe refts at the fide of Conlath.

.—Come not to my dreams, O Conlath ; for thou hafl received thy

fame. Be thy voice far diftant from my hall ; that fleep may defcend

at night. O that I could forget my friends : till my footfteps ceaie

to be feen ! till I come among them with joy ! and lay my aged

limbs in the narrow houfe !

fons after they had been hanged by the until water dropped on them out of hea-

Gibeonites. ven, and fufFered n^Mther the birds of the

AndRizpah, the daughter of Aiah, took air tu reft on them by day, nor the beafts

fackcloth, and fpread it for her upon the of prey by night,

rock, from the beginning of the harveft 2 Sam. xxi. lo.

C A R T H .0 N :
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C A R T H O N*:

A POEM,

A TALE of the times of old! The deeds of days of other

years !—The murmur of thy ftreams, O Lora, brings back

the memory of the paft. The found of thy woods, Garmallar, is

lovely in mine ear. Dofl: thou not behold, Malvina, a rock with

its head of heath ? Tliree aged firs bend from its face ; green is the

narrow plain at its feet ; there the flower of the mountain grows,

and

* This poem is compleat, and the fub-

jcfl of it, as of moft of Offian's compofi-

tions, tragical. In the time of Comhal

the Ton of Trathal, and father of the cele-

brated Fingil, Clefsammor the fon of

Thaddu and brother of Morna, Fingal's

mother, was driven by a dorm into the

river Clyde, on the banks of which flood

Balclutha, a town belonging to the Bri-

tons between the walls. He was hofpitably

received by Reuchamir, the principal man

in the place, who gave him Moina his only

daughter in marriage. Reuda, the fon of

Cormo, a Briton who was in love with

Moina, came to Reuthamir's houfe, and

liehaved haughtily towards Clefsammor. A
quarrel infued, in which Reuda was kilkd j

the Britons, who attended him prefTed fo

hard on Clefsammor, that he was obliged

to throw himfelf into the Clyde, and fwim

to his (hip. He hoifted fail, and the wind

being favourable, bore him out to fea. He

often endeavoured to return, and carry off

his beloved Moina by night ; but the wind

continuing contrary, he was forced to

defift.

Moina, who had been left: with child by

her hufband, brought forth a fon, and died

foon after. Reutbdmir named the child

Carthon, /. e. t'u murmur ofiuaiHS, from

the ftorm which carried offClefsammor his

father, who was fuppofed to have been caft

away. When Carthon was three years

old, Comhal the father of Fingal, in one

of
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and fiiakes its white head in the breeze. The thiftle is there alone,

and fhades its aged beard. Two ftones, half funk in the ground,

Ihew their heads of mofs. The deer of the mountain avoids the:

place, for he beholds the gray ghoft that guards it * : for the mighty

lie, O Malvina, in the narrow plain of the rock. A tale of the

times of old ! the deeds of days of other years

!

Who comes from the land of Grangers, with his thoufands around

him ? the fun-beam pours its bright ftream before him ; and his hair

meets the wind of his hills. His face is fettled from war. He is

calm as the evening beam that looks, from the cloud of the weft, on

Cona's filent vale. Who is it but Comhal's fon
-f-,

the king of

mighty deeds ! He beholds his hills with joy, and bids a thoufand

voices rife. Ye have fled over your fields, ye fons of the diflant

land ! The king of the world fits in his hall, and hears of his people's

flight. He lifts his red eye of pride, and takes his father's fword.

Ye have fled over your fields, fons of the difliant land !

of his expeditions againfl the Britons, tooic opens on the night preceding the death of'

and burnt Balclutha. Reuthamir was kil- Carthon, (o that what pafled before is in-

led in the attack : and Carthon was carried troduced by way of epifode. The poem is-

fafe away by his nurfe, who fled farther addrefTed to Malvina the daughter of Tof-

into the country of the Britons. Carthon, car.

coming to man's eftate was refolvcd to re- * It was the opinion of the times, that

venge the fall of Balclutha on Comhal's. deer faw the ghofts of the dead. To this,

pofterity. He fet fail, from the Clyde, day, when beads fuddenly ftart without any

and, falling on the coaft of Morven, de- apparent caufe, the vulgar think that they

feated two of Fingal's heroes, who came to fee the fpirits of the deceafed.

oppofe his pSDgrefs. He was, at lafl, un- t Fingal returns here, from an expedi-

wittingly killed by his father Clefsammor, tion againft the Romans, which was cele-.

in a fingle combat. This florjr is the brated by Oflian in a poem called the Jlrife

fpundacion of the prcfent poem, which efCrcnj.

Such
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Such were the words of tlie bards, when they came to Schna's

halls,—A thoufand lights * from the ftranger's land rofe, in the midlt

ofthe people. The feaft is fpread around; and the night palled away in

joy.—Where is the noble Clefsammor -}-, faid the fair-haired Fingal ?

Where is the companion of my father, in the days of my joy ? Sul-

len and dark he pafTes his days in the vale of ecchoing Lora : but, be-

hold, he comes from the hill, like a fteed J in his ftrength, who

finds his companions in the breeze ; and toffes his bright mane in

the wind. Bleft be the foul of Clefsammor, why fo long from

Selma ?

Returns the chief, faid Clefsammor, in the midflof his fame ?

Such was the renown of Comhal in the battles of his youth. Often

did we pafs over Carun to the land of the ftrangers : our fwords re-

turned, not unftained with blood : nor did the kings of the world

rejoice. Why do I remember the battles of my youth ? My hair

is mixed with gray. My hand forgets to bend the bow : and I lift

* Probably wax-lights ; which are often He fnufFs the females in the diflant plain

mentioned as carried, among other booty. And fprings, exulting. Pope.

from the Roman province. £hialis ubi abru('tis fugit prafepla vine/is

f Cleflamh mor, mighty deeds. Tandem Hirer equus, campoque potitus aperto,

X Haft thou given the horfe ftrength ? —Ille in pa/ius armentaque tcndit equarum :

Haft thou clothed his neck with thunder? arre£fifque/remit cervhibus alu

He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in Luxuriant, luiuntque lula per cAla, per ar-

his ftrength. Job. mos. Virg.

"ili (J'oTf Ti? rarsf iVTro? axor^a-as? tVi Freed from his keepers, thus with broken

iparm, reins,

^[iTi*ov aTTopprj^a?, &c. HoM. 11. 6. The wanton courfer prances e'or the plains:

The wanton courfer thus with reins un- Or in the pride ofyoutho'erleaps the mounds,

bound, And fnuffs the females in forbidden grounds.

Breaks from his ftall, and beats the trem- O'er his fhoulders flows his waving

bling ground ; mane :

His head, now freed, he toffes to the fkics ; He neighs, he fnorts, he bears his head on

His mane diflievel'd o'er his ftioulders flies j high. Dryden.

S a
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a lighter fpear. O that my joy would return, as when I firft be-

held the maid ; the white bofomed daughter of ftrangers, Moina *

with the dark-blue eyes !

Tell, faid the mighty Fingal, the tale of thy youthful days.

Sorrow, like a cloud on the fun, Ihades the foul of Clefsammor.

Mournful are thy thoughts, alone, on the banks of the roaring Lora.

Let us hear the forrow of thy youth, and the darknefs of thy days.

It was in the days of peace, replied the great Clefsammor, I

came, in my bounding fliip, to Balclutha's
-f-

walls of towers. The

winds had roared behind my fails, and Clutha's '^ ftreams received

my dark-bofomed vefTel. Three days I remained in Reuthamir's

halls, and faw that beam of light, his daughter. The joy of the

fliell went round, and the aged hero gave the fair. Her breafls

were like foam on the wave, and her eyes like ftars of light : her

hair was dark as the raven's wing : her foul was generous and mild.

My love for Moina was great ; and my heart poured forth in joy.

The fon of a flranger came ; a chief who loved the white-bofomed

Moina. His words were mighty" in the hall, and he often half-

unflieathed his fword.—Where, he faid, is the mighty Comhal, the

reftlefs wanderer
|1
of the heath ? Comes he, with his hoil, to Bal-

clutha, fince Clefsammor is fo bold ?

* Mo'm^, [oft in umper and perfcn. \Ve woxi h lending, in allufion to the winding

find t!ie Britifh names in fhis poem derived courfe ot that river. From Clutha is de-

from the Galic, which is a proof that the rived its Latin name, Glotta.

ancient language of the whole ifland was
||
The word in the original here renderet]

one and the fame. by rejikfi wanderer, is Scuta, which is the

t Balclutha, /. e. the town of Cl,de, pro- true origin of the Scoti of the Romans; an-

babiy the A.duih of BeJe. opprobrious name impofed by the Britons,

t Ciutha, or Cluath, the Galic name of on the Caledonians, on account of the con-

the river Clyde, the fignification of the tinual incurfions into their country.

I Mv
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Mv Soul, I replied, O warrior ! burns in a light of its own. I

Hand without fear in the midft of thoufands, though the valiant are

diftant far.—Stranger ! thy words are mighty, for Cleffammor is

alone. But my fword trembles by my fide, and longs to glitter in

my hand.—Speak no more of Comhal, fon of the winding Clutha !

The flrength of his pride arofe. We fought j he fell beneath

my fword. The banks of Clutha heard his fall, and a thoufand

fpears glittered around. I fought : the flrangers prevailed : I

plunged into the ilream of Clutha, My white fails rofc over the

waves, and I bounded on the dark-blue fea.—Moina came to the

fhore, and rolled the red eye of her tears : her dark hair flew on

the wind ; and I heard her cries.—Often did I turn my fhip ! but

the winds of the Eaft prevailed. Nor Clutha ever fince have I feen :

nor Moina of the dark brown hair.—She fell in Balclutha : for I

have feen her ghoft. I knew her as fhe came through the dufky

night, along the murmur of Lora : fhe was like the new moon
j(

feen through the gathered mifl: : when the fky pours down its flaky

fnow, and the world is filent and dark.

Raise -f, ye bards, faid the mighty Fingal, the praife of unhappy

Moina. Call her ghofl:, with your fongs, to our hills ; that flie

may

* Inter quaiPhmniJfarecemavo'.r.ere Didj Obfcure in {hades, and with a doubtful

Errabatfylva'inmagna: quamTroius her^s view,

UtprimumjuxtaJfetit,agnBvitgueperumbram Doubtful as he who runs thro' dufky night,

Obfcuram, qtiaUmprimo qui furgere menfe Or thinks he fees the moon's uncertain

/!ut videt, out -ijidijfe putat per nublla lunam, )iglif> &c. Dryd.

l:fc. ViRG. f The title of this poem, in the or'ginal, is

Not far from thefe Phoenician Dido flood , Duan na nlaA, i e. The Poem of the Hymns

:

Frefli from her wound, her bofom bath'd probably on account of its manydigreffions

in blood. from the fubjeiS, all which are in a ly-

Whom when the Trojan hero hardly knew ric meafure, as this fong of Fingal. Firt-

gal is celebrated by the Iriib hiftorians for

S 2 his
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may reft with the fair of Mor\'en, the fun-beams of other days,

and the deUght of heroes of old.— I have feen the walls * of Bal-

clutha, but they were defolate. The fire had refounded in the halls

:

and the voice of the people is heard no more. The ftream of Clutha

was removed from its place, by the M\ of the walls.—The thiftle

fliook, there, its lonely head : the mofs whiftled to the wind.

The fox looked out, from the windows, the rank grafs of the

wall waved round his head.—Defolate is the dwelling of Moina,

filence is in the houfe of her fathers.—Raife the fong of mourn-

ing, O bards, over the land of Itrangers. They have but fallen

before us : for, one day, we muft fall.—Why doft thou build the

hall, fon of the winged days ? Thou lookeft from thy towers to-day;

yet a few years, and the blaft of the defart comes ; it howls in thy

empty court, and whiftles round thy half-worn fhield.—And let the

blaft of the defart come! we fhall be renowned in our day. The

mark of my arm fhall be in the battle, and my name in the fong

of bards.—Raife the fong ; fend round the fliell : and let joy be

heard in my hall.^When thou, fun of heaven, flialt fail ! if thou

flialt fail, thou mighty light ! if thy brightnefs is for a feafon, like

Fingal ; our fame Ihall fur\'ive thy beams.

Such was the fong of Fingal, in the day of his joy. His thou-

fand bards leaned forward from their feats, to hear the voice of the

king. It was like the mufic of the harp on the gale of the fpring.

—Lovely were thy thoughts, O Fingal ! why had not Oftian the

ftrength of thy foul .^—But thou ftandeft alone, my father ; and

who can equal the king of Morven .''

his wifdom in making laws, his poetical * The reader may compare this paflage

genius, and his foreknowledge of events, with the three laft verfes of the 13th chap-

-.-O'Flaherty goes fo far as to fay, that ter of Ifaiah, where the prophet foretels

yingal's laws were extant in his own time. the deftruflion of Babylon.

The
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The night pafTed away In the fong, and morning returned in

joy ;—the mountains (hewed their gray heads ; and the blue face of

ocean fmiled.—The white wave is feen tumbling round the diftant

rock ; the gray mift rifes, flowly, from the lake. It came, in the

figure of an aged man, along the filent plain. Its large limbs did

not move in fteps ; for a ghoft fupported it in mid air. It came

towards Selma's hall, and dilTolved in a fliower of blood.

The king alone beheld the terrible fight, and he forefaw the

death of the people. He came, in filence, to his hall ; and took

his father's fpear.—The mail rattled on his breafl. The heroes rofe

around. They looked, in filence, on each other, marking the eyes

of Fingal.—They faw the battle in his face : the death of armies

on his fpear.—A thoufand fliields, at once, are placed on their arms;

and they drew a thoufand fwords. The hall of Selma brightened

around. The clang of arms afcends.—The gray dogs howl in

their place. No word is among the mighty chiefs.—Each marked

the eyes of the King j and half affumed his fpear.

Sons of Morven, begun the king, this is no time to fill the

fhell. The battle darkens near us j and death hovers over the land.

Some ghoft, the friend of Fingal, has forewarned us of the foe.

The fons of the ftranger come from the darkly-rolling fea. For,

from the water, came the fign of Morven's gloomy danger.—Let

each * afi"ume his heavy fpear, and gird on his father's fword.—Let

* Eu jj-tv Ti; oof\j ^r,^(x.(siu lu ci'ainriSoi. Fit well his helm, gripe faft his orbed fhield,

Qic-io. HoM. ii. 382. Borne ev'n or high ; for this day will pour

His fliarpen'd fpear let every Grecian wield, down.

And every Grecian fix his brazen (hield, isc. If I conjedure right, no drizling fliower.

Pope. But rattling florm of arrows barb'd with

Let each fire. Milton.

His ati'amant'ne ccat gird well, and each.

the



134 G A R T H O N:

the dark helmet rile on every head ; and the mail pour its lighten-

ing from every fide.—The battle gathers like a tempeft, and foon

fliall ye hear the roar of death.

The hero moved on before his hoft, like a cloud before a ridge

of green fire ; when it pours on the iky of night, and mariners

forfee a ftorm. On Cona's rifing heath they ftood : the white-

bofomed maids beheld them above like a grove ; they forefaw the

death of their youths, and looked tovs'ards the fea v/ith fear.—The

white wave deceived them for diftant fails, and the tear is on

their cheek.

The fun rofe on the fea, and we beheld a diftant fleet.—Like the

mift of ocean they came : and poured their youth upon the coaft.

—The chief was among them, like the flag in the midft of the

herd.—His fnield is ftudded with gold, and llately flrode the king

offpears.—He moved towards Selma; his thoufands moved behind.

Go, with thy fong of peace, faid Fingal; go, Ullin, to the king

of fwords. Tell him that we are mighty in battle ; and that the

ghofts of our foes are many.—But renowned are they who have

feafted in my halls ! they fhew the arms J of my fathers in a foreign

land : the fons of the ftrangers wonder, and blefs the friends of

Morven's race ; for our names have been heard afar ; the kings of

the world fliook in the midft of their people.

Ullin went with his fong. Fingal refted on his fpear : he fiw

the mighty foe in his armour : and he bleft the ftranger's fon.

J It was a cuftom among the ancient different families, as monuments of the

Scots, to exchange arms with their guefts, frientlfliip which fubfifted between their an-

and thofe arms were preferved long in the ceftors.

How



A POEM. ,3^

How ftately art thou, fon of the fea ! faid the king of woody

Mon-en. Thy fword is a beam of might by thy fide : thy fpear is

a fir that defies the ftorm. The varied face of the moon is not

broader than thy fliield.—Ruddy is thy face of youth ! foft the

ringlets of thy hair !—But this tree may fall ; and his memory be

forgot !—The daughter of the ftranger will be fad, and look to the

rolling fea:—the children will fay, " We fee a Ihip
; perhaps it is the

" king of Balclutha." The tear ftarts from their mother's eye.

Her thoughts are of him that ileeps in Morven.

Such were the words of the king, when Ullin came to the mighty

Carthon : he threw down the fpear before him ; and railed the fong

of peace.

Come to the feaft of Fingal, Carthon, from the rolling fea! par-

take the feaft of the king, or lift the fpear of war. The ghofts of

our foes are many : but renowned are the friends of IVIorven !

Behold that field, O Carthon; many a green hill rifes there,

with mofiy ftones and ruftling grafs : thefe are the tombs of Fingal's

foes, the fons of the rolling fea.

Dost thou fpeak to the feeble in arms, faid Carthon, bard of

the woody Morven ? Is my face pale for fear, fon of the peaceful

fong ? Why, then, doft thou think to darken my foul with the

tales of thofe who fell ?—My arm has fought in the battle ; my re-

nown is known afar. Go to the feeble in arms, and bid them yield to

Fingal.—Have not I (een the fallen Balclutha .? And ihall I feaft with

Comhal's fon ? Comhal ! who threw his fire in the midft of my fa-

ther's hall ! I was young, and knew not the caufe why the virgins

wept. The columns of fmoke pleafcd mine eye, when they rofe above

my walls ; I often looked back, v/ith gladnefs, when my friends

fled



J36 C A R T H O N:

fled along the hill.- But when the years of my youth came on, I

beheld the mofs of my fallen walls : my figh arofe with the morn-

ing, and my tears defcended with night.—Shall I not fight, I faid to

my foul, againfl the children of my foes ? And I will fight, O bard;

I feel the ftrength of my foul.

His people gathered around the hero, and drew, at once, their

fhining fwords. Pie ftands, in the midft, like a pillar of fire ; the

tear half-ftarting from his eye ; for he thought of the fallen Balclu-

tha, and the crowded pride of his foul arofe. Sidelong he looked up

to the hill, where our heroes fhone in arms ; the fpear trembled in

his hand : and, bending foreward, he feemed to threaten the king.

Shall I, faid Fingal to his foul, meet, at once, the king r Shall I

flop him, in the midll: of his courle, before his fame ihall arife ?

But the bard, hereafter, may fay, when he fees the tomb of Car-

thon i Fingal took his thoufands, along with him, to battle, before

the noble Carthon fell. No:—bard of the times to come! thou

flialt not lelTen Fingal's fame. My heroes will fight the youth, and

Fingal behold the battle. If he overcomes, I ruili, in my ftrength,

like the roaring ftream of Cona.

Who, of my heroes, will meet the fon of the rolling fea ? Many
are his warriors on the coafl : and flrong is his afhen fpear !

Cathul * rofe, in his ftrength, the fon of the mighty Lor-

mar : three hundred youths attend the chief, the race -f of his native

dreams. Feeble was his arm againft Carthon, he fell ; and his

heroes fled.

* Cath-'huil, the eye 0/ battle. Fingal, though not on the fame footing

t It appears, from this paflage, that with the prefent tribes in the north of

claiifhip was eftablifhed, in the days of Scotland.

COXNAL
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Conn AL * refumed the battle, but he broke his heavy fpear : he

lay bound on the field : and Carthon purfued his people.

Clessammor! faid the king -|- of Morven, where is the fpear

of thy ftrength ? Wilt thou behold Connal bound ; thy friend, at

the ftream of Lora } Rife, in the light of thy fteel, thou friend of

Comhal. Let the youth of Balclurha feel the flrength of Mor-

ven's race.

He rofe in the flrength of his fleel, fhaking his grizly locks.

He fitted the fhield to his fide i and ruflied, in the pride of valour.

Carthon flood, on that heathy rock, and faw the heroes ap-

proach. He loved the terrible joy of his face : and his ftrength, in

the locks of age. Shall I lift that fpear, he faid, that never

ftrikes, but once, a foe ? Or fliall I, with the words of peace, pre-

ferve the warrior's life ? Stately are his fleps of age !—lovely the

remnant of his years. Perhaps it is the love of Moina; the father

of car-borne Carthon. Often have I heard, that he dwelt at the

ecchoing flream of Lora.

Such were his words, when Clefsammor came, and lifted high

his fpear. The youth received it on his fliield, and fpoke the words

of peace. Warrior of the aged locks ! Is there no youth to lift

the fpear ? Haft thou no fon, to raife the fhield before his father,

and to meet the arm of youth ? Is the fpoufe of thy love no more ?

or weeps fhe over the tombs of thy fons ? Art thou of the kings of

men ? What will be the fame of my fword if thou fhalt fall ?

* This Connal is very much celebrated, in the North, who pretend they are t!e-

in ancient poetry, for his wifdom and va- fcended from him.

lour ; there is a fmall tribe Itill fubfifting, f Fingal did not then know that Car-

thon was the fon of Clefsammor.

T It
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It will be great, thou fon of pride ! begun the tall Clefsammor.

I have been renowned in battle j but I never told my name * to a

foe. Yield to me, fon of the wave, and then thou fhalt know, that

the mark of my fword is in many a field.

I NEVER yielded, king of fpears ! replied the noble pride of Car-

thon : I have alfo fought in battles ; and I behold my future fame.

Defpife me not, thou chief of men; my arm, my fpear is ftrong.

Retire among thy friends, and let young heroes fight.

Why doft thou wound my foul, replied Clefsammor with a tear ?

Age does not tremble on my hand; I fiill can lift the fword. Shall

I fly in Fingal's fight ; in the fight of him I loved ? Son of the fea !

I never fled : exalt thy pointed fjiear.

They fought, like two contending winds, that fi:rlve to roll the

v/ave. Carthon bade his fpear to err ; for he fi:ill thought that the

foe was the fpoufe of Moina. He broke Clefsammor's beamy

fpear in twain : and feized his fliining fword. But as Carthon was

binding the chief; the chief drew the dagger of his fathers. He
faw the foe's uncovered fide ; and opened, there, a wound.

Fin GAL faw Clefsammor low: he moved in the Ibund of his

fteel. The hoft fi:ood filent, in his prefence ; they turned their eyes

towards the hero.—He came, like the fullen noife of a ftorm, before

the winds ariie ; the hunter hears it in the vale, and retires to the

cave of tlie rock.

* To tell one's name to an enemy was batants, the battle immediately ceafed ;

reckoned, in thofe days of heroifm, a ma- and the ancient amity of their forefathers

iiiteft evafion of fighting him; for, if it was renewed. A n:an who tells his nome

was once known, that friendfhip fubfifted, to bis enemy, was of old an ignominious

of old, between the anceftors of the com- tsrm for a coward.

Carthoji
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Cartiion flood in his place: the blood is rufliing down his

fide : he faw the coming down of the king; and his hopes of fame

arofe *
; but pale was his cheek : his hair flew loofe, his hel-

met fliook on high : the force of Carthon failed ; but his foul was

flrong.

FiNGAL beheld the heroe's blood ; he ftopt the uplifted fpear.

Yield, king of fwords ! faid Comhal's fon ; I behold thy blood.

Thou halt been mighty in battle ; and thy fime fl:iall never fade.

Art thou the king fo far renowned, replied the car-borne Car-

-

then .'' Art thou that light of death, that frightens the kings of the

world ?—But why Hiould Carthon afk ? for he is like the flream of

his defart ; flrong as a river, in his courfe : fwift as the eagle of the

fky.—O that I had fought with the king ; that my fame might be

great in the fong ! that the hunter, beholding my tomb, might fay,

he fought with the mighty Fingal. But Carthon dies unknown ; he

has poured out his force on the feeble.

But fhou ihalt not die unknown, replied the king of woody Mor-
ven : my bards are many, O Carthon, and their fongs defcend to

future times. The children of the years to come fhall hear the fame

of Carthon ; when they fit round the burning oak -f, and the night

is fpent in the fongs of old. The hunter, fitting in the heath,

fhall hear the ruflling blaft ; and, raifing his eyes, behold the rock

where Carthon fell. He fhall turn to his fon, and fhew the place

* This expreffion admits of a double f In the north of Scotland, till very

meaning, either that Carthon hoped to ac- lately, they burnt a large trunk of an oak

quire glory by killing Fingal ; or to be ren- at their feftivals ; it was called the trunk of

dered famous by falling by his hand. The th;jeoJl. Time had, fo much, confecrated

laft is the mod probable, as Catthon is al- the cuftom, that the vulgar thought it a

ready wounded. kind of facrilege to difufe it.

T 2 where
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where the mighty fought ; " There the king of Bakkitha fought,

like the ftrensth of a thoufand ftreams."

Joy rofe in Carthon's face : he lifted his heavy eyes. He gave

his fword to Fingal, to lie within his hall, that the memory of

Balclutha's king might remain on Morven.—The battle ceafed along

the field, for the bard had fung the fong of peace. The chiefs ga-

thered round the falling Carthon, and heard his words, with fighs.

Silent they leaned on their fpears, while Balclutha's hero fpoke.

His hair fighed in the wind, and his words were feeble.

King of Morven, Carthon laid, I fall in the midft of my courfe.

A foreign tomb receives, in youth, the laft of Reuthamir's race.

Darknefs dwells in Balclutha : and the Ihadows of grief in Crathnio.

—But raife my remembrance on the banks of Lora : where my fa-

thers dwelt. Perhaps the hulband of Moina will mourn oxev his

fallen Carthon.

His words reached the heart of Clefsammor : he fell, in filence,

on his fon. The hoft flood darkened around : no voice is on the

plains of Lora. Night came, and the moon, from the eaft, looked

on the mournful field : but fi:ill they flood, like a filent grove that

lifts its head on Gormal, when the loud winds are laid, and dark au-

tumn is OR the plain.

Three days they mourned above Carthon; on the fourth his fa-

ther died. In the narrow plain of the rock they lie ; and a dim

ghoft defends their tomb. There lovely Moina is often fecn ; when

the fun-beam darts on the rock, and all around is dark. There fiie

is feen, Malvina, but not like the daughters of the hill. Her robes

are from the Granger's land; and flie is ftill alone.

2 Fingal
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FinGAL was fad for Carthon ; he defired his bards to mark the

day, when fhadowy autumn returned. And often did they mark

the day and fing the hero's praife. Who comes fo dark from ocean's

roar, Uke autumn's fliadowy cloud ? Death is trembhng in his hand !

his eyes are flames of fire ! Who roars along dark Lora's heath ?

Who but Carthon, king of fwords ? The people fall 1 fee ! how
he ftrides, like the fuUen ghoft of Morven !—But there he lies a

goodly oak, which fudden blafls overturned ! When ihalt thou rife,

Balclutha's joy ! lovely car-borne Carthon ? Who comes [o dark

from ocean's roar, like autumn's fliadowy cloud ?

Such were the words of the bards, in the day of their mourning :

I have accompanied their voice j and added to their fong. My foul

has been mournful for Carthon ; he fell in the days of his valour :

and thou, O Clefsammor ! where is thy dwelling in the air ?—Has

the youth forgot his wound ? And flies he, on the clouds, with

thee ? 1 feel the fun, O Malvina, leave me to my reft. Perhaps

they may come to my dreams ; I think I hear a feeble voice.—The

beam of heaven delights to fliine on the grave of Carthon : I feel it

warm around.

O THOU that rolleft above*, round as the fliield of my fathers !

Whence are thy beams, O fun ! thy everlafting light ? Thou comeft

forth, in thy awful beauty, and the ftars hide themfelves in the fky

;

the moon, cold and pale, finks in the weftern wave. But thou thy-

felf moveft alone : who can be a companion of thy courfe ! The

oaks of the mountains fall : the mountains themfelves decay with

* This paflage is fomething fimilar to Of this new world; at vvhofe fight all the

Satan's addrefs to the Sun, in the fourth ftars

book of Paradife Loft. Hide their diminifli'd heads ; to thcc I call,

O thou that with furpaffing glory crown'd, But with no friendly voice, and add thy name

Looks from thy fole dominion like the god O fun !

vears i
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years ; the ocean fhrinks and grows again : the moon herfelf is loft

in heaven; but thou art for ever the fame; reioicing in the bright-

nefs of thy courfe. When the Avorld is dark with tempefts ; when

thunder rolls, and lightning flies ; thou lookeft in thy beauty, from

the clouds, and laugheft at the ftorm. But to Oflian, thou lookeft

in vain ; for he beholds thy beams no more ; whether thy yellow

hair flows on the eaftern clouds, or thou trembleft at the gates of

the weft. But thou art perhaps, like me, for a feafon, and thy

years will have an end. Thou Ihalt fleep in thy clouds, carelefs of

the voice of the morning. Exult then, O fun, in the ftrength of

thy youth ! Age is dark and unlovely ; it is like the glimmering light

of the moon *, when it fliines through broken clouds, and the

mift is on the hills ; the blaft of north is on the plain, the traveller

flirinks in the midft of his journey.

* ^uale per incertatn lunamfub luce ma- Thus wander travellers in woods by night,

ligna By the moon's doubtful, and malignant light

:

EJl iter in/this ; ubi cceMtn cond'id'it umbra W hen Jove in dufky clouds involves the fkies,

Jupiter, i:^ r»busnox abjiidit atra colorem. And the faint crefcent fhoots by fits before

ViRG. their eyes. DRvas.

THE
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DEATH of CUCHULLIN;

A P O E M*.

Is the wind on Fingal's fhield ? Or is the voice of part: times in

my hall ? Sing on, fweet voice, for thou art pleafant, and car-

ried: away my night with joy. Sing on, O Bragek, daughter of

Car-borne Songlan !

It

* Tradition throws confiderable light on afFairs in Ireland : and the invafion of Swa-

the hiftory of Ireland, during the long reign ran happened two years after. In the twen-

of Fingal, the fon of Comhal, in Morven. ty-feventh year of Cuchullin's age, and the

—Arth, the fon of Cairbre, fupreme king third of his adminiftration, Torlath, the

of Ireland, dying, was fucceeded by his fon fon of Cantela, fet up for himfelf in Con-

Cormac, a minor. The petty kings and naught, and advanced towards Temora, in

chiefs of the tribes met at Temora, the order to dethrone Cormac. Cuchullin

royal palace, in order to chufe, out of their marched againft him, came up with him

own number, a guardian to the young king, at the Lake of Lego, and totally defeated

IJifputes, concerning the choice of a proper his forces. Torlath fell in the battle by

perfon, run high, and it was refolded to end Cuchullin's hand ; but as he himfelf prefled

all differences by giving the tuition of the too eageily on the flying enemy, he was

young king to Cuchullin, the fon of Semo, mortally wounded by an arrow, and died

who had rendered himfelf famous by his the fecond day after.

great aflions, and who refided, at the time. The good fortune of Cormac fell with

with Connal, thefonofCaithbat, inUlfl:er. Cuchullin: many fet up for themfelve?,

Cuchullin was but three and twenty years and anarchy and confufion reigned. At

old, when he afTumed the management of laft Cormac was taken off, nobody knew

I how ;
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It is the white wave of the rock, and not CuchulHn's fails. Often

do the mifts deceive me for the fliip of my love ! when they rife

round fome ghoft, and fpread their gray fkirts on the wind. Why doft

thou delay thy coming, fon of the generous Semo ?—Four times has

autumn returned with its winds, and raifed the feas of Togorma *,

how; and Cairbar, one of the competitors

for the throne, having defeated all his ri-

vals, became fole monarch of Ireland.

The family of Fingal, who were in the in-

tereft of Cormac's family, were refolved

to deprive Cairbar of the throne he had

ufurped ; in particular, Ofcar the fon of

Oflian had determined to revenge the death

of Cathol, bis friend, who had been aflaf-

finated by Cairbar.—The threats of Ofcar

reached Cairbar's ears : he invited him in

a friendly manner to a feaft which he had

prepared at the royal palace of Temora,

refolving to pick a quarrel, and have fome

pretext for killing him.

The quarrel happened ; the followers of

both fought, and Cairbar and Ofcar fell by

mutual wounds : in the mean time Fingal

arrived from Scotland with an army, de-

feated the friends of Cairbar, and le-efta-

blifhed the family of Cormac in the pof-

feffion of the kingdom. -The prefent

potm concerns the death of Cuchullin.

It is, in the original, called Duan loch Leigo,

i. e. The Pcem of Legos Lahe, and is an

episode introduced in a great poem, which

celebrated the laft expedition of Fingal into

Ireland. The greateft part of the poem

is loft, and nothing remains but fome epi-

fodcs, which a few old people in the north

of Scotland retain on memory.——Cuchul-

lin is the mod famous Champion in the

Irifh traditions and poems j in them he is

always called x\\z. redoubtable Cuchultin; and

the fables concerning his flrength and va-

lour are innumerable. Oflian thought his

expedition againft the Firbolg, or Belgae

of Britain, a fubjedt fit for an epic poem ;

which was extant till of late, and was

called Tora-na- tana, or a Dijpute abctit Pof-

fejjions, as the war which was the founda-

tion of ir, was commenced by the Britifli

Belga?, who inhabited Ireland, in order to

extend their territories.—The fragments

that remain of this poem are animated

with the genuine fpirit of O/Tian j fo that

there can be do doubt that it was of his

compofition.

* Togorma, i.e. Tl:e ijland of blue luaves^

one of the Hebrides, was fubje£l to Con-

nai, the fon of Caithbat, Cuchullin's friend.

—He Is fometimes called the fon of Colg.nr,

from one of that name who was the founder

of the family. Connal, a few days be-

fore the news of Torlath's revolt came to

Temora, had failed to Togorma, his na-

tive ifle ; where he was detained by con-

trary v/inds during the war in which Cu-

chullin was killed.

fince
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fince thou liafl been in the roar of battles, and Bragela diftant far.

Hills of the ifle of mill: ! when will ye anfwer to his hounds ?

But ye are dark in your clouds, and fad Bragela calls in vain. Night

comes rolling down : the face of ocean fiiils. The heath-cock's

head is beneath his wing : the hind fleeps with the hart of the de-

fart. They fliall rife with the morning's light, and feed on the

mofly ftream. But my tears return with the fun, my fighs come

on with the night. When wilt thou come in thine arms, O chief

of mofly Tura ?

Pleasant is thy voice in Ofllan's ear, daughter of car-borne

Sorglan ! But retire to the hall of fliells ; to the beam of the burning

oak. Attend to the murmur of the fea : it rolls at Dunfcaich's

walls : let fleep defcend on thy blue eyes, and the hero come to thy

dreams.

CuCHULLiN fits at Lego's fake, at the dark rolling of wa-

ters. Night is around the hero ; and his thoufands fpread on the

heath : a hundred oaks burn in the midft, the feaft of fhells is fmok-

ing wide.—Carril flrikes the harp, beneath a tree ; his gray locks

glitter in the beam ; the ruftling blafl of night is near, and lifts his

aged hair.—His fong is of the blue Togorma, and of its chief, Cu-

chullin's friend.

Why art thou abfent, Connal, in the day of the gloomy ftorm .•'

The chiefs of the fouth have convened againfl: the car-borne Cor-

mac : the winds detain thy fails, and thy blue waters roll around

thee. But Cormac is not alone : the fon of Semo fights his battles.

Semo's fon his battles fights ! the terror of the Granger ! he that is

U , like
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like the vapour of death*, flowly borne by fultry winds. The funs

reddens in its prefence, the people fall around.

Such was the fong of Carril, when a fon of the foe appeared 3

he threw down his pointlefs fpear, and fpoke the words of Torlath :

Torlath the chief of heroes, from Lego's fable furge : he that led

his thoufands to battle, againft car-borne Cormac. Cormac who

was diftant far, in- Temora's
-f.

ecchoing halls : he learned to bend

the bow of his fathers ; and to lift the fpear. Nor long didft thou

lift the fpear, mildly-fhining beam of youth ! death flands dim be-

hind thee, like the darkened half of the moon behind its growing

light.

CucHULLiN rofe before the bard J, that came from generous

Torlath; he offered him the fliell of joy, and honoured the fon of

fongs. Sweet voice of Lego ! he faid, what are the words of Tor-

lath ? Comes he to our feafl or battle, the car-borne fon of Cantela
H ?

He comes to thy battle, replied the bard, to the founding ftrife

of fpears. When morning is gray on Lego, Torlath will fight

* Oi'ji iJ' £x ^£i?/uv £^£??;i/i)i tpxivirai cin^ J The bards were the heralds of ancient

K.aCf/(.c«TOi £^ dvi^(no Svcoiioi o^fvjjuvoio. times ; and their perfons were facred on

HcM.II. 5. account of their office. In later times

As vapours blown by Aufter's fultry breath, they abufed that privilege; and as their

Pregnant with plagues, and flieding feeds perfons were inviolable, they fatyrifed and

of death, lampooned fo freely thofe who were not'.

Beneath the rage of burning Sirius rife, liked by their patrons, that they became a

Choke the parch'd earth, and blacken all public nuifance. Screened under the cha-

the Ikies. Pope. raJler of heralds, they grofiy abufed the

•J-
The royal palace of the IrHh kings

;

enemy when hewould not accept the terms

Teamhrath according to fome of the they offered.

bards, 11
Cean-leola', head of afamily

,

on
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on the plain : and wilt thou meet him, in thine arms, king of

the ifle of mift ? Terrible is the fpear of Torlath ! it is a meteor of

night. He lifts it, and the people fall : death fits in the lightning

of his fword.

Do I fear, replied Cuchullin, the fpear of car-borne Torlath ?

He is brave as a thoufand heroes ; but my foul delights in war. The
fword refts not by the fide of Cuchullin, bard of the times of old

!

Morning fliall meet me on the plain, and gleam on the blue arms

of Seme's fon.—But fit thou, on the heath, O bard ! and let us

hear tliy voice : partake of the joyful fhell ; and hear the fongs of

Temora.

This is no time, replied the bard, to hear tlie fong ofjoy ; when

the mighty are to meet in battle like the ftrength of the waves of

Lego. Why art thou fo dark, Slimora * ! with all thy filent woods ?

No green ftar trembles on thy top j no moon-beam on thy fide.

But the meteors of death are there, and the gray watry forms of

ghofi:s. Why art thou dark, Slimora ! with thy filent woods ?

He retired, in the found of his fong ; Carril accompanied his-

voice. The mufic was like the memory of joys that are paft, plea-

fant and mournful to the foul. The ghofts of departed bards heard it

from Slimora's fide. Soft founds fpread along the wood, and the

filent valleys of night rejoice. So, when he fits in the filence of

noon, in the valley of his breeze, the humming of the mountain

bee comes to Oflian's ear : the gale drowns it often in its courfc; but

the pleafant found returns again.

Raise, faid Cuchullin, to his hundred bards, the fong of the

noble Fingal : that fong which he hears at night, when the dreams

* Slia'-mor, ^real hill,

U 2 of
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of his reft defcend : when the bards ftrike the diilant harp, and the

faint h'ght gleams on Sehna's walls. Or let the grief of Lara rife,

and the fighs of the mother of Calmar *, when he was fought, in

vain, on his hills ; and fhe beheld his bow in the hall. Carril,

place the fliield of Caithbat on that branch ; and let the fpear of

Cuchullin be near ; that the found of my battle may rife with the

gray beam of the eaft.

The hero leaned on his father's fhield : the fong of Lara rofe.

The hundred bards were diftant far : Carril alone is near the chief.

The words of the fong were his i and the found of his harp was

mournful.

ALCLETHA-f with the aged locks ! mother of car-borne Calmar

!

why deft thou look towards the defart, to behold the return of thy

fon ? Thefe are not his heroes, dark on the heath : nor is that the

vdice of Calmar : it is but the diftant grove, Alcletha ! but tlae roar

of the mountain wind !

Who :|: bounds over Lara's ftream, fifter of the noble Calmar ?

Does not Alcletha behold his fpear ? But her eyes are dim ! Is it not

the fon of Matha, daughter of my love ?

* Calmar the fon of Matha. His death is f Aid cla'tha, decaying beaut)' : probably

related at large, in the third book of Fin- a poetical name given the mother of Calmar,

gal. He was the only fon of Matha ; and by the bard himfelf.

the family was extinft in him.—The feat % Alcletha fpeaks. Calmar had promifed

of the family was on the banks of the river to return, by a certain day, and his mother

Lara, in the neighbourhood of Lego, and and his fifter Alona are reprefented by the

probably near the place where Cuchullin bard as looking, with impatience, towards

Jay ; which circumftance fuggefted to him, that quarter where they expelled Calmar

the lamentation cf Alcletha over her fon. would make his firft appearance.

It



A P O E M. 149

It is but an aged oak, Alcletha ! replied the lovely weeping

Alona * ; it is but an oak, Alcletha, bent over Lara's ftream. But

who comes along the plain ? forrow is in his fpeed. He lifts high

the ipear of Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered 'with, blood !

But it is covered with the blood of foes
-f-,

fifter of car-borne Cal-

mar ! his fpear never returned unftained with blood J, nor his bow

from the flrife of the mighty. The battle is confumed in his pre-

fence : he is a flame of death, Alona ! Youth
||
of the mournful

fpeed ! where is the fon of Alcletha ? Does he return with his

fame ? in the midft of his echoing fhields ? Thou art dark and

filent !—Calmar is then no more. Tell me not, warrior, how he

fell, for I cannot hear of his wound.

Why dofl thou look towards the defart, mother of car-borne

Calmar ?

Such was the fong of Carril, when Cuchullin lay on his fhield :

the bards refted on their harps, and fleep fell foftly around. The

fon of Semo was awake alone j his foul was fixed on the war.—

—

The burning oaks began to decay; faint red light is fpread around.

—A feeble voice is heard : the ghoft of Calmar came. He ftalked

in the beam. Dark is the wound in his fide. His hair is difordered

and loofe. Joy fits darkly on his face ; and he feems to invite

Cuchullin to his cave.

* Alulne, exquifitely leautiful. of Saul returned not empty. 2 Sam,

t Acletha fpeaks. i. 22.

X From the blood of the llain, from ||
She acJdrefles herfelf to Larnir, Cal-

ihe fat of the mighty, the bow of Jona- mar's friend, who had returned with th3

ihan returned not back, and the fword news of his deaths

SoiJ
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Son of the cloudy night ! faid the rifing chief of Erin ; Why doft

thou bend thy dark eyes on me, ghoft of the car-borne Calmar ?

Wouldeft thou frighten me, O Matha's for. ! from the battles of

Cormac ? Thy hand was not feeble in war ; neither was thy voice *

for peace. How art thou changed, chief of Lara ! if thou now

doft advife to fly ! But, Calmar, I never fled. I never feared
-f-

the ghofts of the defirt. Small is their knowledge, and weak their

hands ; their dwelling is in the wind. But my foul grows in

danger, and rejoices in the noife of fteel. Retire thou to thy cave;

thou art not Calmar's ghoft ; he delighted in battle, and his arm was

like the thunder of heaven.

He retired in his blaft with joy, for he had heard the voice of

his praife. The faint beam of the morning rofe, and the found of

Caithbat's buckler Ipread. Green Ullin's warriors convened, like

the roar of many ftreams.—The horn of war is heard over Lego j

the mighty Torlath came.

Why doft thou come with thy thoufands, CuchuUin, faid the chief

of Lego. I know the ftrength of thy arm, and thy foul is an un-

extinguifhed fire.—Why fight we not on the plain, and letourhofts

behold our deeds ? Let them behold us like roaring waves, that

tumble round a rock : the mariners haften away, and look on their

ftrife with fear.

Thou rifeft, like the fun, on my foul, replied the fon of Semo.

Thine arm is mighty, O Torlath ! and worthy of my wrath. Re-

tire, ye men of Ullin, to Slimora's fliady fide j behold the chief of

* See Calmar's fpeech, in the firft book f See Cuchulliii's reply to Connal, con-

o( Fingal. cerning Crugal's ghoft. Fin, b. 2.

4 Erin,
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Erin, in the day of his fame. Carril ! tell to mighty Connal, if

Cuchullin muft fall, tell him I accufed the winds which roar on

Togorma's waves.—Never was he abfent in battle, when the ftrife

of my fame arofe.—Let this fword be before Cor'nac, like the beam

of heaven : let his counfel found in Temora in the day of danger.—^

He rufhed, in the found of his arms, like the terrible fpirit of

Loda *, when he comes in the roar of a thoufand florms, and fcatters

battles from. his eyes.—He fits on a cloud over Lochlin's feas : his

mighty hand is on his fword, and the winds lift his flaming locks.

—

So terrible was Cuchullin in the day of his fame.—Toilath fell by

his hand, and Lego's heroes mourned.—They gather around the

chief like the clouds of the defart.—A thoufand fwords rofe at oncej

a thoufand arrows flew ; but he ftood like a rock in the midft of a

roaring fea. They fell around ; he ftrode in blood : dark Slimora

ecchoed wide.—The fons of Ullin came, and the battle fpread over

Lego.—The chief of Erin overcame ; he returned over the field

with, his fame.

But pale he returned ! The joy of his face was dark. He rolled

his eyes in filence.—The fword hung, unfiieathed, in his hand, and

his fpear bent at every ftep.

* Loda, in the third book of Fingal, is ' ofcV T£ irtXupiot ^fi^ncci 'A/u;?

mentioned as a place of worfhio in Scandi- OfT'fiViv iraXtfj-uvS! y-ir dviyag, o'Jn xooviuv

navia : by the fpirit cj Loda, the poet pro- ©uaoocfou fpicTo? fACjii ^vvinxi Li.ux,£<r9cii.

bably means Odin, the great deity of the g^ (talks in arms the grifly god of Thrace,

northern nations. He is defcribed here When Jove to puniQifaithlefs men prepares,

with all his terrors about him, not unlike And gives whole nations tothewafte of wars.

Mars, as he is introduced in a fimile, in Pope.

the feventh Iliad.
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Carril, faid the king in fecret, the firength of Cuchullin fails.

My days are with the years that are paft : and no morning of mine

fhall arife.—They fliall feek me at Teniora, but I fliall not be found.

Ccrmac will wec-o in his hall, and fay, " Where is Tura's cliief r"

—But my name is renowned ! my fame in the fong of bards.

The youth will fay in fecret, O let me die as Cuchullin died; renown

cloathed him like a robe ; and the light of his fame is great. Draw

the arrow from my fide ; and lay Cuchullin beneath that oak. Place

the fliield of Caithbat near, that they may behold me amidfl: the

arms of my fathers.

—

And is the fon of Semo fallen *, faid Carril with a figh ?—

—

Mournful are Tura's walls; and forrow dwells at Dunfcaich.—Thy

fpoufe is left alone in her youth, the fon -f of thy love is alone.

—

He fluU come to Bragela, and afk her why (he weeps.—He (hall

lift his eyes to the wall, and fee his father's fword.—Whofe fword is

that ? he will fay : and the foul of his mother is fad. Who is that,

like the hart of the defart, in the murmur of his courfc ?—His eye-s

look wildly round in fearch of his friend. Connal, fon of Colgar,

where haft thou been, when the mighty fell ? Did the feas of

Togorma roll round thee ? Was the wind of the fouth in thy fails ?

* The Irifti hiftorians have placed Cu- give him a great character for his wifdom

chullin in the tirft century.—The tranflator and valour.

has given his reafons for fixing him in the f Conloch, who was afterwards very

third, in the differtation which is prefixed famous for his great exploits in Ireland.

to this colleiflion. In other particulars He was fo remarkable for his dexterity in

the accounts of Keating and O'Flaherty handling the iavelin, that when a good

coincide pretty nearly with Offnn's poems, markfnian is defcribed, it has pafled into a

and the traditions of the Highlands and proverb, in the north of Scotland, He is

Ifles. They fay that he was killed in the pruning as the arm of Conloch.

twcnty-feventh year of his age, and they

The
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The mighty have fallen in battle, and thou waft not there.«-^Lct none

tell it in Selma, nor in Morven's woody land ; Fingal mil be fad,

and the fons of the defart mourn.

By the dark rolHng waves of Lego they railed the hero's tomb.

Laath ;|:, at a diftance, lies, the companion of CuChullin, at the

chace. Bleft
|I
be thy foul, fon of Semo j thou wert mighty in

battle.—Thy ftrength was like the ftrength of a ftteam : thy fpeed

like the eagle's * wing. Thy path in the battle was terrible : the

fteps of death were behind thy fword. Bleft be thy foul, fon of

Semo ; car-borne chief of Dunfcaich !

Thou haft not fallen by the fword of the mighty, neither was thy

blood on the fpear of the valiant.—The arrow came, like the fting

of death in a blaft : nor did the feeble hand, which drew the

bow, perceive it. Peace to thy foul, in thy cave, chief of the

iile of Mift !

The mighty are difperfed at Temora : there is none in Cor-

mac's hall. The king mourns in his youth, for he does not

behold thy coming. The found of thy ftiield is ceafed : his

X It was of old, thecuftom to bury the || This is the fong of the bards over Cu-

favourite dog near the mafler. This was chullin's tomb. Every ftanza dofes with

not peculiar to the ancient Scots, for we fome remarkable title of the hero, which

find it praclifed by many other nations in was always the cuflom in funeral elegies.

—

their ages of heroifm. There is a (lone The verfe of the fong is a lyric meafure,

fhewn fiill at Dunfcaich in the ifle of Sky, and it was of old fung to the harp,

to which CuchuUin commonly bound his * They were fwifter than eagles, they

dog Luath.—The ftone goes by his name were ftronger than lions. 7 Sam. i, 23.

to this day.

X foes
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foes are gathering round. Soft be thy reft in thy cave, chief

of Erin's wars

!

Bragela will not hope thy return, or fee thy fails in ocean's foam.

' Her fteps are not on the fliore : nor her ear open to the voice

of thy rowers.—She fits in the hall of rtiells, and fees the arms of

him that is no more.—Thine eyes are full of tears, daughter of

car-borne Sorglan !——Bleft be thy foul in death, O chief of

fhady Cromla!

DAR-THULA,
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>AUGHTER of heaven -|-, fair art thou! the filence of thy face

is pleafant. Thou comeft forth in loveUnefs : the ftars attend

thy blue fteps in the eaft. The clouds rejoice in thy prefence, O
uioon, and brighten their dark-brown fides. Who is like thee in

heaven.

* It may not be improper here, to give

the ftory which is the foundation of this

poem, as it is handed down by tradition.—

Ufnoth lord of Etha, which is probably

that part of Argylefhire which is near Loch

Eta, an arm of the fea in Lorn, had three

fons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan by Slis-

sama, the daughter of Semo and fifter to the

celebrated Cuchullin. The three brothers,

when very young, were fentover to Ireland,

by their father, to learn the ufe of arms, un-

der their uncle Cuchullin, who made a great

figure in that kingdom. They were juft

landed in Ulfter when the news of Cu-

diullin's death arrived. Nathos, though

very young, took the command of Cu-

chullin's army, made head agjinft Calrbar

the ufurpcr, and defeated him in fsveral

battles. Cairbar at lad having found means

Jo murder Cormac the lawful king, the ar-

X

my of Nathos (hifted fides, and he himfelf

was obliged to return into Ulfter, in order

to pafs over into Scotland.

Dar-thula, the daughter of Colla, with

whom Cairbar was in love, refided, at that

time, in Selama a caftle in Ulfter : {he faw,

fell in love, and fled with Nathos ; but

a ftorm rifing at fea, they were unfortunately

driven back on that part of the coaft of Ul-

fter, where Cairbar was encamped with his

army. The three brothers, after having de-

fended themfe'ves, for fome time, with great

bravery, were overpowered and /lain, and

the unfortunate Dar-thula killed herfelf up-

on the body of her beloved Nathos,

Oflian opens the poem, on the night pre-

ceding the death of the fons of Ufnoth, and

brines in, by way of epifode, what palled

before. He relates the death of Dar-thula

differently from the common tradition ; his

2 account
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heaven, daughter of the night? The ftars are afliamed in thy pre-

fence, and turn afide their green, fparkHng eyes.—Whither doft

thou retire from thy courfe, when the darknefs * of thy countenance

gro^v•s ? Haft thou thy hall like Offian ? Dwelleft thou in the iha-

dow of grief? Have thy fillers fallen from heaven ? Are they who

rejoiced with thee, at night, no more ?—Yes !—they have fallen, fiir

light ! and thou doft often retire to mourn. But thou thyfelf

fhalt fail, one night j and leave thy blue path in heaven. The ftars

will then lift their green heads : they who were aftiamed in thy

prefence, will rejoice.

Thou art now clothed v/ith thy brightnefs : look from thy gates

in the fky. Burft the cloud, O wind, that the daughter of night

may look forth, that the fliaggy mountains may brighten, and the

ocean roll its blue waves, in light.

Nathos -j- is on the deep, and Althos that beam of youth, Ar-

dan is near his brothers ; they move in the gloom of their courfe.

The fons of Ufnoth move in darknefs, from the wrath of car-borne

Cairbar j;

.

Who is that dim, by their fide ? the night has covered her beauty.

Her hair lighs on ocean's wind j her robe ftreams in dufky wreaths.

She is like the fair ghoft of heaven, in the midft of his fliadowy

account is the moft probable, as fuiclde f Nathos fignifies puthful, Ailthos, ex-

feems to havabeen unknown in thofe early qiiijite beauty, Ardan, pride.

times : for no traces of it are found in the % Cairbar, who murdered Cormac king

old poetry. of Ireland, and ufurped the throne. He was

t The adJrefs to the moon is very beau- afterwards killed by Ofcar the fon of Offian

tiful in the original. It is in a lyric mea- in a fingle combat. The poet, upon other

fure, and appears to have been fung to the occafions, gives him the epithet of red-

)iarp. haired.

* The poet mer 'is the moon in her WAns.

mlft.
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mift. Who is it but Dar-thula *, the firft of Erin's maids ? She has

fled from the love of Cairbar, with the car-borne Nathos. But the

winds deceive thee, O Dar-thula ; and deny the woody Etha, to

thy fails. Thefe are not thy mountains, Nathos, nor is that the

roar of thy cUmbing waves. The halls of Cairbar are near ; and the

towers of the foe lift their heads. Ullin (Iretches its green head into

the fea ; and Tura's bay receives the fhip. Where have ye been, ye

fouthern v/inds ! when the fons of my love were deceived ? But ye

have been fporting on plains, and purfuing the thiflle's beard. O
that ye had been ruftling in the falls of Nathos, till the hills of Etha

rofe ! till they rofe in their clouds, and faw their coming chief!

Long haft thou been abfent, Nathos ! and the day of thy return

is paft -|-.

But the land offtrangers faw thee, lovely: thou waft lovely in

the eyes of Dar-thula. Thy face was like the light of the morning,

thy hair like the raven's wing. Thy foul was generous and mild,

like the hour of the fetting fun. Thy words were the gale of the

reeds, or the gliding ftream of Lora.

But when the rage of battle rofe, thou waft like a fea in a ftorm
j

the clang of thy arms was terrible : the hoft vanifhed at the found

of thy courfe. It was then Dar-thula beheld thee, from the top

of her moffy tower : from the tower of Selama J, where her fa- -

thers dwelt.

Lovely

* Dar-thula, or Dart-'huile, a Konmn t That is, the day appointed by deftiny.

tilth fae eyes. She was the mod famous V/c find no deity in Offian's poetry, if fate is

beauty of antiquity. To this day, when not one; of that he is very full in fome of

a woman is praifed for her beauty, the his poems in the tranflator's hands,

common phrafe is, that /he is as l.vcly as % The poet does not mean that SeJama

Dar-thula. which is mentioned as the feat of Tofcar in

Ulfter,



15S D A R~T H U L Ar

LovEly art thou, O ftranger ! flie faid, for her trembling foul

arofe. Fair art thou in thy battles, friend of the fallen Cormac* I

Why doll; thou rufh on, in thy valour, youth of the ruddv look ?

Few are thy hands, in battle, againft the car-borne Cairbar !—O that

I might be freed of his love '\- ! that I might rejoice in the prefence

of Nathos ! Bleft are the rocks of Etna ; they will behold his

fteps at the chace ! they will fee his white bofom, when the winds

lift his raven hair !

Such were thy words, Dar-thula, in Selama's molTy towers. But,

now, the night is round thee : and the winds have deceived thy

fails. The winds have deceived thy fail?, Dar-thula : their blufler-

ing found is high. Ceafe a little while, O north wind, and let me

bear the voice of the lovely. Thy voice is lovely, Dar-thula, be-

tween the ruftling blafts.

Are thefe the rocks of Nathos, and the roar of his mountain-

l^reams ? Comes that beam of light from Ufnoth's nightly hall f The

mill: rolls around, and the beam is feeble : but the light of Dar-

thula's foul is the car-borne chief of Etha ! Son of the generous Uf-

noth, why that broken figh .'' Are we not in the land of Grangers,

chief of echoing Etha ?

These are not the rocks of Nathos, he replied, nor the roar

of his flreams. No light comes from Elba's halls, for they are

U!fl;r, in tlie poem of Con'ath anJ Cu- of them, on that account, were called Se-

thona. The word in the original fignitics lama. The famous Selnia of Fii'gal is

either beautiful to lehold, or a place iw" /; a derived from the fame root.

phafant cr uide projpeif. In thofe times, * Cormac the young king of Ireland,

they built their houfes upon eminences, who was privately murdcied by Cairbar.

to command a view of the country, and f That is, of the love ol Caiibar.

to prevent their being furprized : many
diflant
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diftant far. We are la the land of Grangers, in the land of car-borne

Cairbar. The winds have deceived us, Dar-thula. Ullin lifts-

here her green hills.—Go towards the north, Althos ; be thy fteps,

Ardan, along the coafi: ; that the foe may not come in darknefs, and

our hopes of Etha fail.-

I WILL go towards that moffy tower, and fee who dwells about

the beam.—Reft, Dar-thula, on the fliore ! reft in peace, thou beam

of light ! the fword of Nathos is around thee, like the lightnin^^

of heaven.

He went. She fat alone, and heard the rolling of the wave.

The big tear is in her eye ; and fhe looked for the car-borne

Nathos.—Her foul trembles at the blaft. And flie turns her ear

towards the tread of his feet. The tread of his feet is not heard.

Where art thou, fon of my love ! The roar of the blaft is around

me. Dark is the cloudy night. But Nathos does not return.

What detains thee, chief of Etha ?—Have the foes met the hero in-

the ftrife of the night ?

—

He returned, but his face was dark : he had feen his departed

friend.—It was the wall of Tura, and the ghoft of Cuchullin ftalked

there. The fighing of his breaft was frequent ; and the decayed

flame of his eyes terrible. His fpear was a column of mift : the

ftars looked dim through his form. His voice was like hollow

wind in a cave : and he told the tale of grief. The foul of Nathos

was fad, like the fun * in the day of mift, when his face

is watry and dim-

* Cortditus in nul/cm, medioque refugtrlt —Thro' mifls he fhoots liis fullen beanr:,

orbei ViRG. Frugal of light, in loofe and draggling

ftreams. Dryden.

8 Why
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Why art thou fad, O Nathos, faid the lovely daughter of Colla ?

Thou art a pillar of light to Dar-thula : the joy of her eyes is in

Etha's chief. Where is my friend
-f-,

hut Nathos ? My father

reds in the tomb. Silence dwells on Selama : fadnefs fpreads on

the blue flreams of my land. My friends have fallen, with Cormac.

The mighty were flain in the battle of Ullin.

Evening darkened on the plain. The blue ftreams failed before

mine eyes. The unfrequent blafl: came ruftling in the tops of

Selama's groves. My feat was beneath a tree on the walls of my

fathers. Truthil paft before my foul ; the brother of my love ; he

that was abfent | in battle againft the car-borne Cairbar.

Bending on his fpear, the gray-haired Colla came: his down-

caft face is dark, and forrow dwells in his foul. His fword is on

the fide of the hero : the helmet of his fathers on his head.—The

battle grows in his breaft. He flrives to hide the tear.

Dar-thula, he fighing fiid, thou art the laft of Colla's race.

Truthil is fallen in battle. The king * of Selama is no more.

Cairbar comes, with his thoufands, towards Selama's walls.—Colla

will meet his pride, and revenge his fon. But where fliall I find

thy flifety, Dar-thula with the dark-brown hair ! thou art lovely as

the fun-beam of heaven, and thy friends are low

!

f c'u yd^ IT a?.Xri byaltv to Cormac long after the death of

Erai eaATTfc'r,-,, Cuchuliin.

iiSi lAoi'ifl TTXTr.p xz) TTOTvix * It is very common, in Oflian's poetry,

f*-/)T>;p. HoM. vi. 411. '° S'^'^ '^s *'''s of ^'"g to e^ery chief that

t The family of Colla preferved their
was remarkable for his valour.

4 And
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And is the fon of battle fallen, I faid with a burning figh ?

Ceafed the generous foul of Tiuthil to lighten through the field ?

—My fafety, Colla, is in that bow j I have learned to pierce the

deer. Is not Cairbar like the hart of the defart, father of

fallen Truthil ?

The face of age brightened with joy : and the crouded tears of

his eyes poured down. The lips of Colla trembled. His gray

beard whiftled in the blaft. Thou art the fifter of Truthil, he faid,

and thou burneft in the fire of his foul. Take, Dar-thula, take

that fpear, that brazen fhield, that burniflied helmet : they are the

fpoils of a warrior : a fon * of early youth. When the light

rifes on Selama, we go to meet the car-borne Cairbar.—But keep

thou near the arm of Colla i beneath the fhadow of my fliield.

Thy father, Darthula, could once defend thee -, but age is trembling

on his hand. The ftrength of his arm has failed, and his foul is

darkened with grief.

We pafled the night in forrow. The light of morning rofe. I

Ihone in the arms of battle. The gray-haired hero moved be-

fore. The fons of Selama convened around the founding fliield

of Colla. But few were they in the plain, and their locks were

gray. The youths had fallen with Truthil, in the battle of car-

borne Cormac.

Companions of my youth ! faid Colla, it was not thus you

have feen me in arms. It was not thus I ftrode to battle, when the

great Confadan fell. But ye are laden with grief. The darknels

^ The poet, to make the ftory of Dar- very young man, otherwife it would (hock

thula's arming herfelf for battle, more pro- all belief, that file, who was very young,

bable, makes her armour to be that of a fliould be able to carry it.

Y of
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of age comes like the mift of the defart. My fhield is worn \\-ith

years ; my fword is fixed * in its place. I faid to my foul, thy

evening {h?,\\ be calm, and thy departure like a fading light. But

the florm has returned ; I bend like an aged oak. My boughs are

fallen on Sclama, and I tremble in my place. Where art thou,

with thy fallen heroes, O my car-borne Truthil ! Thou anfwerell

not from thy rufhing blaft ; and the foul of thy father is fad. But

I will be fad no more, Cairbar or Colla muft fall. I feel the re-

turning flrength of my arm. My heart leaps at the found of battle.

The hero drew his fword. The gleaming blades of his people

rofe. They moved along the plain. Their gray hair ftreamed in

the wind.—Cairbar fat, at the feaft, in the filent plain of Lona
-f-.

He faw the coming of the heroes, and he called his chiefs to battle.

Whv X fhould I tell to Nathos, how the ftrife of battle grew \

I have feen thee, in the midll: of thoufands, like the beam of hea-

ven's fire; it is beautiful, but terrible; the people fall in its red

courfe. The fpear of Colla llew, for he remembered the battles

of his vouth. An arrow came with its found, and pierced the he-

ro's fide. He fell on his ecchoing fliield. My foul ftarted with

* It was the cunom of thofe times, that feat of Truthil the fon of CoDa, and the

every warrior at a certain age, or when he reft of the party of Cormac, when CoI!a

became unfit for the field, fixed his arms, and his aged warriors arrived to give him

in the great hall, where the tribe feafted, battle.

upon joyful occafions. He was afterwards % The poet, by an artifice, avoids the

never to appear in battle ; and this ftage defcription of the battle of Lona, as it

of life was called the lime affixing of the would be improper in the mouth of a wo-

armu man, and could have nothing new, after

t Lona, a marjby plain. It was the cu- the numerous defcriptions, of that kind, in

ftom, in the days of O/lian, to feaft after his other poems. He, at the fame time,

a viiSory. Cairbar had juft provided an gives an opportunity to Dar thula to pafs a

entertainment for his army, upon the dc- fine eompliment on her lover.

fear;



A POEM. 163

fear ; I ftretched my buckler over him; but my heaving breaft was

feen. Cairbar came, with his Ipear, and he beheld Seluma's maid :

joy rofe on his dark-brown face ; he rtayed the hfted ileel. He raif-

ed the tomb of Colla ; and brought me weeping to Seliima, He
/poke the words of love, but my foul was fad. I faw the fliields of

my fathers, and the fword of car-borne Truthil. I faw the arms of

the dead, and the tear was on my cheek.

Then thou didft come, O Nathos : and gloomy Cairbar fled. He
fled like the ghoft of the defart before the morning's beam. His

hofls were not near : and feeble was his arm againft thy fteel.

Wh y * art thou fad, O Nathos ! faid the lovely maid of Colla ?

I HAVE met, replied the hero, the battle in my youth. My arm

could not lift the fpear, when firft the danger rofe ; but my foul

brightened before the war, as the green narrow vale, when the furr

pours his ftreamy beams, before he hides his head in a fl:orm. My
foul brightened in danger before I law Selama's fair -, before I faw

thee, like a ftar, that fhines on the hill, at night ; the cloud llowly

comes, and threatens the lovely light.

We are in the land of the foe, and the winds have deceived us,

Dar-thula ! the ftrength of our friends is not near, nor the moun-

tains of Etha. Where fhall I find thy peace, daughter of mighty

Colla ! The brothers of Nathos are brave : and his own fword has

flione in war. But what are the fons of Ufnoth to the hoft of car-

borne Cairbar ! O that the winds had brought thy lliils, Ofcar
-f-

king

* It is ufual with Oflian, to repeat, at the folved on the expedition, into Ireland, a-

end of the epifodes, the fentence which in- gainft Cairbar, who had aflaffiiiated his

troduced them. It brings baclc the mind of friend Cathol, the fan of Moran, an Irifh-

the reader to the main flory of the poem. man of noble extraction, and in the iiuereft

t Ofcar, the fon of OiTian, had long re- of (he family of Cormac.

y 2 of
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of men ! thou didft promife to come to the battles of fallen Cormac.

Then would my hand be llrong as the flaming arm of death. Cair-

bar would tremble in his halls, and peace dwell round the lovely

Dar-thula. But why doll: thou fill, my foul ? The fons of Ufnoth

may prevail.

And they will prevail, O Nathos, faid the rifing foul of the maid :

never fliall Dar-thula behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. Give me

thofe arms of brafs, that glitter to thatpaffing meteor ^ I fee them in

the dark-bofomed fliip. Dar-thula will enter the battle of fteel.

—

Ghoft of the noble Colla ! do I behold thee on that cloud ? Who is

that dim befide thee ? It is the car-borne Truthil. Shall I behold

the halls of him that flew Selama's chief ! No: I will not behold

them, fpirits of my love !

* Joy rofe in the face of Nathos, when he heard the white bofomed

maid. Daughter of Selama ! thou fliineft on my foul. Come, with

thy thoufands, Cairbar ! the ftrength of Nathos is returned. And

thou, O aged Ufnoth, flialt not hear that thy fon has fled. I remember

thy words on Etha ; when my fails begun to rife : when I fpread them

towards Ullin, towards the mofly walls of Tura. Thou goeft, he

faid, O Nathos, to the king of fhields ; to Cuchullin chief of men

who never fled from danger. Let not thine arm be feeble : neither

be thy thoughts of flight j lefl: the fon of Semo fay that Etha's race

are weak. His words may come to Ufnoth, and fadden his foul

in the hall. The tear is on his cheek. He gave this fliin-

ing fword.

I came to Tura's bay : but the halls of Tura were filent ; I looked

around, and there was none to tell of the chief of Dunfcaich. I

went
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went to the hall of his fliells, where the arms of his fathers hung.

But the arms were gone, and aged Lamhor * fat In tears.

Whence cire the arms of fteel, faid the rifing Lamhor? The

light of the fpear has long been abfcnt from Tura's dufky walls.

—

Come ye from the rolling fea ? Or from Temora's
-f-
mournful halls ?

We come from the fea, I faid, from Ufnoth's rifing towers. We
are the fbns of Slis-sama J, the daughter of car-borne Semo. Where

is Tura'5 chief, fon of the filent hall ? But why rtiould Nathos

afk ? for I behold thy tears. How did the mighty fall, fon of the

lonely Tura ?

He fell not, Lamhor replied, like the filent ftar of night, when

it (hoots through darknefs and is no more. But he was like a me-

teor that falls in a diftant land ; death attends its green courfe, and

itfelf is the fign of wars. Mournful are the banks of Lego, and

the roar of ftreamy Lara ! There the hero fell, fon of the noble

Ufnoth.

And the hero fell in the midll of flaughter, I faid with a burfting

figh. His hand was ftrong in battle j and death was behind his

fword.—We came to Lego's mournful banks. We found his rifing

tomb. His conpanions in battle are there j his bards of many fongs.

Three days we mourned over the hero : on the fourth, I ftruck the

fliield of Calthbat. The heroes gathered around with joy, and fliook

their beamy fpears.

* Lamh-mhor, mighty hand, mac, who was murdered there by Cairbar

+ Temora was ihe royal palace of the who ufurped his throne,

fupreme kings of Ireland. It is here called J Slis-feamha, ^// ij/-OT. She was the

mournful, on account of the death of Cor- wife of Ufnoth and daughter of Semo the

1 chief of the iJJe of mijh

C01.ATH
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:

CoRLATH was near with his hoft, the friend of car-borne Calr-

Tbar. We came Hke a ftream by night, and his heroes fell. When
the people of the valley rofe *, they faw their blood with morning's

light. Cut we rolled away, like wreaths of niift, to Cormac's ec-

choing hall. Our fwords rofe to defend the king. But Temora's

halls were empty. Cormnc had fallen in his youth. The king of

Erin was no more.

SaDiVess feized the fons of Ullin, they flowly, gloomily retired :

like clouds that, long having threatened rain, retire behind the hills.

The fons of Ufnoth moved, in their grief, towards Tura's founding

bay. We pafled by Selama, and Cairbar retired like Lano's mift,

when it is driven by the winds of the defart.

It was then I beheld thee, O maid, like the light of Etha's fun.

Lovely is that beam, I laid, and the crowded figh of mv bofom rofe.

Thou camefl: in thy beauty, Dar-thula, to Etha's mournful chief,

But the winds have deceived us, daughter of Colla, and the foe

Yes !—the foe Is near, faid the ruftling ftrength of Althos-|-. I

heard their clanging arms on tlie coaft, and faw the dark wreaths of

Erin's ftandard. Diftinft is the voice of Cairbar :}:, and loud as

* And it camj to paf^ that night, that J Cairbar had gathered an army, to the

the angel of the Lord went out, and fmote coaft of Ulfter, in order to oppofe Fincra!,

in the camp of the Aflyrians, an hundred who prepared for an expedition Into Ire-

fourfcore and five thoufand : and when they land to re-eftab!i(h the houfe of Cormac

rofe early in the morning, behold, they on the throne, which Cairbar had ufurped.

were all dead men. 2 Kings xix. 35. Between the wings of Cairbar's army was

f- Ahhos had juft returned from viewing the bay of Tura, into which the fhip of the

the coaft of Lena, whither he had been fons of Ufnoth was driven : fa that there was

fcnt by Nnthos, the beginning of the night, no pofTibiiity of their efcspinf.

2 Cromla's
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Cromla's falling ftream. He had fccn the dark fliip on the fea, be-

fore the dufky night came down. His people watch on Lena's*

plain, and lift ten thoufand fwords.

And let them lift ten thoufand fwords, faid Nathos with a fmile.

The fons of car-borne Ufnoth will never tremble in danger. Why
dolt thou roll with all thy foam, thou roaring fea of Ullin ? Why
do ye ruftle, on your dark wings, ye whirling tempefts of the fky r

—

Do ye think, ye ftorms, that ye keep Nathos on the coaft ? No

:

his foul detains him, children of the night ! Althos ! bring my
father's arms : thou feeft them beaming to the ftars. Bring the Ipear

of Semo
-f-,

it ftands in the dark-bofomed fliip.

He brought the arms. Nathos clothed his limbs in all their

ihining fteel. The ftride of the chief is lovely : the joy of his eyes

tsrrible. He looks towards the coming of Cairbar. The v/ind is

ruftling in his hair. Dar-thula is filent at his fide : her look is

fixed on the chief. She drives to hide the rifmg ligh, and two tears

fwell in her eyes.

Althos ! faid the chief of Etha, I fee a cave in that rock. Place

Dar-thula there : and let thy arm be ftrong. Ardan ! we meet the

foe, and call to battle gloomy Cairbar. O that he came in his

founding fleel, to meet the fon of Ufnoth ! Darthula ! if thou

flialt efcape, look not on the fallen Nathos. Lift thy fails, O Al-

thos, towards the ecchoing groves of Etha.

* The fceneof the prefent poem is nearly here was given to Ufnoth on his marriage,

the fame with that of the epic poem in this it being the cuftom then for the father of

colle£lion. The heath of Lena and Tura the lady to give his arms to his Ton in law.

are often mentioned. The ceremony ufed upon thefe occafions

f Semo was grandfather to Nathos by is rnentioned in other poems.

the mother's fide. The fpear meiiticQed

Tell
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Tell to the chief*, that his fon fell with fame ; that my fword

did not fliun the battle. Tell him I fell in the midft of thoufands,

and let the joy of his grief be great. Daughter of Coll a ! call the

maids to Etha's echoing hall. Let their fongs arife for Nathos,

when fliadowy autumn returns.—O that the voice of Cona
-f-

might

be heard in my praife ! then would my fpirit rejoice in the midft of

my mountain winds.

And my voice fliall praife thee, Nathos chief of the woody Etha !

The voice of Offian fhall rife in thy praife, fon of the generous Uf-

noth ! Why was I not on Lena, when the battle rofe .'' Then would

the fword of Ofllan defend thee ; or himfelf fall low.

We lat, that night, in Selma round the ftrength of the (htW.

The wind was abroad, in the oaks ; the fpirit of the mountain
:|:

fhrieked. The blaft came ruftling through the hall, and gently

touched my harp. The found was mournful and low, like the fong

of the tomb. Fingal heard it firft, and the crouded fighs of his

bofom rofe. Some of my heroes are low, faid the gray-haired

king of Morven. I hear the found of death on the harp of my fon.

Offian, touch the founding firing ; bid the forrow rife ; that their

fplrits may fly with joy to Morven's woody hills.

I TOUCHED the harp before the king, the found was mournful

and low. Bend forward from your clouds, I faid, ghofts of my fa-

thers ! bend ; lay by the red terror of your courfe, and receive the

falling chief; whether he comes from a diftant land, or rifes from

the rolling fea. Let his robe of mift be near ; his fpear that is

* Ufnoth. that deep and meiancholy found which

f Offian, the fon of Fingal, is, often, precedes a florm ; well known to thofe who

poetically called the voice of Cona. live in a high country,

t By the fpirit of the mountain is meant

formed



A P O E M. Y6()

formed of a cloud. Place an half-extlnguinied meteor by his fide>

in the form of the hero's fvvord. And, oh ! let. his countenance be

lovely, that his friends may delight in his prefence. Bend from

your clouds, Ifaid, ghofts of my fathers ! bend.

Such was my fong, in Selma, to the lightly-trembling harp.

But Nathos was on Ullin's fliore, furrounded by the night ; he heard

the voice of the foe amidil the roar of tumbling waves. Silent he

heard their voice, and refted on his fpear.

Morning rofe, with its beams j the fons of Erin appear j like

gray rocks, with all their trees, they fpread along the coall. Cair-

bar flood, in the midft, and grimly fmiled when he faw the foe.

Nathos ruflied forward, in his rtrength j nor could Dar-thula

"ftay behind. She came with the hero, lifting her fliining fpear.

And who are thefe, in their armour, in the pride of youth ? Who
but tlie fons of Ufnoth, Althos and dark-haired Ardan ?

Come, faid Nathos, come! chief of the high Temora ! Let our

battle be on the coafl for the white-bofomed maid. His people are

not with Nathos ; they are behind that rolling fea. Why doft thou

bring thy thoufands againft the chief of Etha ? Thou didfl: fly * from

him, in battle, when his friends were around him.

Youth of the heart of pride, fhall Erin's king fight with thee ?

Thy fathers were not among the renowned, nor of the kings of

men. Are the arms of foes in their halls? Or the fliields of other

times ? Cairbar is renowned in Temora, nor does he fight with

little men.

* He alludes to the flioht of Cairbar from Sclama.

Z Th-
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:

The tear rtarts from car-borne Nathos ; he turned his eyes to his

brothers. Their fpears flew, at once, and three heroes lay on earth.

Then the h'ght of their fvvords gleamed on high j the ranks of Erin

yield ; as a ridge of dark clouds before a blail: of wind.

Then Cairbar ordered his people, and they drew a thoufand

bows. A thoufand arrows flew -, the fons of Ufnoth fell. They

fell hke three young oaks which fl:ood alone on the hill ; the tra-

veller faw the lovely trees and wondered how tliey grew fo lonely;

the hlall of the defart came, by night, and laid their green heads

low; next day he returned but they were withered, and the heath

was bare.

Dar-thula flood in filent grief, and beheld their fall ; no tear is

in her eye : but her look is wildly fad. Pale was her cheek ; her

trembling lips broke fliort an half-formed word. Her dark hair

flew on the wind. But gloomy Cairbar came. Where is thy

lover now ? the car-borne chiefof Etha ? Haft thou beheld the halls

of Ufnoth ? Or the dark-brown hills of Fingal ? My battle had

roared on Morven, did not the winds meet Dar-thula. Fingal

himfelf would have been low and forrow dwelling in Selma.

Her (hield fell from Dar-thula's arm, her breaft of fnow appear-

ed. It appeared,, but it was ftained with blood for an arrow was

fixed in her fide. She fell on the fallen Nathos, like a wreath of fnow.

Her dark hair fpreads on his face, and their blood is mixing round.

Daughter of Colla ! thou art low! faid Cairbar's hundred

bards ; filence is at the blue ftreams of Selama, for Truthil's * race

have failed. When wilt thou rife in thy beauty, iirlt of Erin's

* Truihil was the founder cf Dar-thula's family.

maids ?
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maids ? Thy deep Is long in the tomb, and the morning diftant far.

The fun fliall not come to thy bed and fay, Awake * Dar-thula

!

awake, thou firfl of women ! the wind of ipring is abroad. The

flowers fliake their heads on the green hills, the woods wave their

growing leaves. Retire, O fun, the daughter of Colla is afleep.

She will not come forth in her beauty : flie will not move, in the

fleps of her lovelinefs.

Such was the fong of the bards, when they raifed the tomb. I

fung, afterwards, over the grave, when the king of Morven came ;

when he came to green Ullin to fight with car-borne Cairbar.

* Rife up, my love, my fair one, and in our land. The fig-tree putteth forth

come away. For lo, the winter is paft, her green figs, and the vines, twV/; the ten-

the rain is over, and gone. The flowers der grape, give a good fmell, Arife, my

appear on the earth ; the time of Tinging is love, my fair one, and come away,

come, and the voice of the turtle is heard Solomon's Song.

Z 2 TEMORA
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EPIC POEM*.

TH E blue waves of Ullln roll in light. The green hills ar&

covered with day. Trees fhake their dufky heads in the

breeze ; and gray torrents pour their noLfy flreams.—Two green

hills, with their aged oaks, furround a narrow plain. The blue

courle

* Though the hiftory which is the foun-

dation of the prefent poem, was given in

the notes on the two pieces preceding, it

may not be here improper to recapitulate

fome part of what has been faid.—Imme-

diately after the death of Cuchullin, Cair-

bar, lord of Atha, openly fet up for him-

felf in Connaught, and having privately

murdered young king Cormac, became,

without oppofition, fole monarch of Ire-

land. The murder of Cormac was fo

much refented by Fingal, that he refolved

on an expedition into Ireland againft Cair-

bar. Early intelligence of his defigns came

to Cairbar, and he had gathered the tribes

trgethsr into Ulfter, to oppofe Fingal's

landing ; at the fame time his brother

4

Cathmor kept himfelf with an army near

Temora.—This Cathmor is one of the

fineft charaders in the old poetry. His

humanity, generofit}', and hofpitality, were

unparallelled : in fhort, he had no fault, but

too much attachment to fo bad a brother

as Cairbar.—The prefent poem has its

name from Temora, the royal palace of

the Irifh kings, near which the laft andde-

cifive battle was fought between Fingal

and Cathmor. What has come to the

tranflator's hands, in a regular connexion,

is little more than the opening of the poem.

—This work appears, from the ftory of it,

which is -ftill preferv'd, to have been one

of the greateft of Offian's compofitionj.

The variety of the charaders makes it in-

teieftingi
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courfe of the mountain-ftream is there ; Calrbar ftands on Its banks.

His fpear fupports the king : the red eyes of his fear are fad.

Cormac rifes in his foul, with all his ghaftly wounds. The gray-

form of the youth appears in the midft of darknefs, and the blood

pours from his airy fides.—Cairbar thrice threw his fpear on earth;

and thrice he ftroked his beard. His fteps are fhort ; he often ftopt

:

and toffed his finewy anns. He is like a cloud in the defart ; that

varies its form to every blail : the valleys are fad around, and fear,

by turns, the fhower.

The king, at length, refumed his foul, and took his pointed"

Ipear. He turned his eyes towards Lena*. The fcouts of ocean

appear. They appeared with fteps of fear, and often looked behind.

terefting ; and the war, as it is carried on

by Fingal and Cathmor, affords inftances

of the greateft bravery, mixed with incom-

parably generous a£lions and fentimentf.

One is at a lofs for which fide to declare

himfelf : and often wifhes, when both

commanders march to battle, that both

may return vidorious. At length the good

fortune of Fingal preponderates, and the

family of Cormac are re-eftabliflied on the

Irifh throne.

The Irifli traditions relate the affair in

another light, and exclaim againft Fingal

for appointing thirty judges, or rather ty-

rants, at Temora, for regulating the affairs

of Ireland. They pretend to enumerate

many afls of oppreffion committed by thofe

judges ; and affirm, that both they and a

part of Fingal's army, which was left in

Ireland to enforce their laws, were at laft

expelled the kingdom.—Thus the Irifh tra-

ditions, fay the hiftorians of that nation.

It is faid, however, that thofe gentlemen

fometimes create faSs, in order afterwards

to make remarks upon them ; at leafl, that

they adopt for real facts, the traditions of

their bards, when they throw ludre on

the ancient flate of their countr)'.

The prefent poem opens in the morning,-

Cairbar is reprefented as retired from the

leR of the Irifli chiefs, and tormented

with remorfe for the murder of Cormrc,

when news was brought him of Fingal's

landing. What paffed, preceding that day,

and is necelTary to be known for carrying

on the poem, is afterwards introduced ly

way of epifode,

* The fcene defcribed here is nearly

that of the epic poem, Fingal. In this

neighbourhood alfo the fotis of Ufnoth were-

kilkd.

Cairbar
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Cairbar knew that the mighty were near, and called his gloomy

chiefs. The founding fteps of his heroes came. They drew, at

once, their fwords. There Morlath * flood with darkened face.

Hidalla's bufhy hair fighs in the wind. Red-haired Cormar bends

on his fpear, and rolls his fide-long-looking eyes. Wild is the look

of Malthos from beneath two fliaggy brows.—Foldath flands like

an oozy rock, that covers its dark fides with foam 5 his fpear is like

Slimora's fir, that meets the wind of heaven. His fhield is marked

with the ftrokes of battle ; and his red eye defpiles danger. Thefc

and a thoufand other chiefs furrounded car-borne Cairbar, when the

fcout of ocean came, Mor-annal -}-, from flreamy Lena.—His ej^es

hang forward from his face, his lips are trembling, pale.

Do the chiefs of Erin Hand, he faid, filent as the grove of even-

ing ? Stand they, like a filent wood, and Fingal on the coaft ?

Fingal, who is terrible in battle, the king of flreamy Morven.

And haft thou feen the warrior, faid Cairbar with a figh ? Are

his heroes many on the coaft ? Lifts he the fpear of battle ? Or

comes the king in peace .''

He comes not in peace, O Cairbar : for I have feen his forward

fpear J. It is a meteor of death : the blood of thoufands is on its

* M6r-lath, gnat in the day of biitu. countrj-, kept the point of his fpear for-

Hida!la', wildly looking hero. Cor-mar, ex' ward, it denoted in thofe days that he

pirtatfei. Mi\ih-os, Jlciv to fpeak. Fol- came in a hoftile manner, and accordingly

oath generous. ^^ was treated as an enemy ; if he Icept the

+ M6r-annail,y7;;«^ brealh; a very pro- P"'"' behind him, it was a token of friend-

pcr name for a fcout. ^^'P' a"<^ ^^ "'^^ immediately invited to

X Mor-annal here alludes to the parti- '^^^ feaft, according to the hofpitality of

c ;lar appearance of Fingal's fpear. If a tlie times.

man, upon his firft landing in a ftrange

ileel.
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fteel. He came firft to the fliore, ftrong in the gray hair of age.

Full rofe his linewy limbs, as he ftrode in his might. That fword

is by his fide which gives no fecond
-f-
wound. His fliield is terrible,

like the bloody moon, when it rifes in a iWm. Then came

Gflian king of fongs ; and Morni's fon, the firft of men. Connal

leaps forward on his fpear : Derm.id fpreads his dark-brown locks,

—Fillan bends his bow : Fergus ftrides in the pride of youth.

Who is that with aged locks ? A dark fhield is on his fide. His

fpear trembles at every ftep ; and age is on his limbs. He bends his

dark face to the ground ; the king of fpears is fad !- It is Ufnoth,

Cairbar, coming to revenge his fons. He fees green Ullin with

tears, and he remembers the tombs of his children. But far before

the reft, the fon of Offian comes, bright in the fmiles of youth,

fair as the firft beams of the fun. His long hair falls on his back.

—His dark brows are half hid beneath his helmet of fleel. His

fword hangs loole on the heroe's fide. His fpear glitters as he

moves.. I fled from his terrible eyes, king of high Temora !

Then fly, thou feeble man, faid the gloomy wrath of Foldath :

fly to the gray fl:reams of thy land, fon of the little foul ! Have not

1 feen that Ofcar ? I beheld the chief in battle. He is of the

mighty in danger : but there are others who lift the fpear.—Erin

has many fons as brave: yes—more brave, O car-borne Cairbar

!

—Let Foldath meet him in the flirength of his courfe, and flop

this mighty ftream.—My fpear is covered with the blood of the:

valiant J, my fliield islikeTura's wall.

^ This was the famous fword of Fingal, it is faid of this fword, that It killed a

made by Luno, a fmith of Lochlin, and man at every ftroke ; and that Fingal never

after him poetically called the/c; of Luno: ufed it, but in times of the greateft danger.

Shall
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:

Shall Foldath alone meet the foe, replied the dark-browed

Malthos ? Are not they numerous on our coaft, like the waters of

a thoufand ftreams ? Are not thefe the chiefs who vanquillied

Swaran, when the fons of Erin fled ? And fhall Foldath meet their

braveft hero ? Foldath of the heart of pride ! take the ftrength of

the people by thy fide ; and let Malthos come. My fvvord is red

with flaughter, but who has heard my words * ?

Sons of green Erin, begun the mild Hidalla, let not Fingal

hear vour words : left the foe rejoice, and his arm be ftrong in the

land.—Ye are brave, O warriors, and like the tempefts of the

defirt ; they meet the rocks without fear, and overturn the woods

in their courfe.—But let us move in our ftrength, and flow as a

sathered cloud, when the winds drive it from behind. Then

fhall the mighty tremble, and the fpear drop from the hand of the

valiant.—We fee the cloud of death, they will fay ; and their faces

will turn pale. Fingal will mourn in his age ; and fay that his

fame is ceafed.—Morven will behold his chiefs no more : the mofs

of years fliall grow in Selma.

C AIR BAR heard their words, in filence, like the cloud of a

fliower : it ftands dark on Cromla, till the lightning burfts its

fide : the valley gleams with red light ; the fpirits of the ftorm

rejoice. So ftood the filent king of Temora j at length his

words are heard.

Spread the feaft on Lena : and let my hundred bards attend.

And thou, red-hair'd Olla, take the harp of the king. Go to Ofcar

king of fwords, and bid him to our feaft. To-day we feaft and

* That is, who has hearJ my vaunting? He intended the eNpreflion as a rebuke to

the felfpraife of Foldath.

hear
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hear the fong ; to-morrow break the fpears. Tell him that J have

raifed the tomb of Cathol * ; and that my bards have fung to his

ghoft.—Tell him that Cairbar has lv:ard his fame at the ftream of

diftaiit Carun
-f-. ,

Cathmor \ is not here ; the generous brother of Cairbar ; he i.-.

not here with his thoufands, and our arms are weak. Cathmor is a

foe to ftrife at the feaft : his foul is bright as the fun. But Cairbar

fhall fight with Ofcar, chiefs of the high Temora ! His words for

Cathol were many; and the wrath of Cairbar burns. Pie Ihall fall

on Lena : and my fame fliall rife in blood.

The faces of the heroes brightened. They fpread over Lena's

heath. The fealT: of Ihells is prepared. The fongs of the bards

arofe.

We heard
|1
the voice of joy on the coaft, and we thought that the

mighty Cathmor came. Cathmor the friend of Grangers ! the

brother

* Cathol the fon of Maronnan, or Moran, % Cath-m6r,frwi /« Istlle. Cairbar takes

was murdered by Cairbar, for his attachment advantage of his brother's abfence, to per-

to the family of Cormac. He had attended petrate his ungenerous defigns againfi; Of-

Ofcar to the mar ofInis-thona, where they car ; for the noble fpirit of Cathmor, haJ

contracled a great friendfliip for one an- he been prefent, would not have permitted

other. Ofcar, immediately after the death the laws of that hofpitality, for which he was

of Cathol, had fent a formal challenge to fo renowned himfclf, to be violated. The

Cairbar, which he prudently declined, but brothers form a contrail: we do not deleft

conceived a fecret hatred againft Ofcar, the mean foul of Cairbar more, than we

and had beforehand contrived to kill him at admire the difmterefted and generous mind

the feaft, to which he here invites him. of Cathmor.

f He alludes to the battle of Ofcar againft
||

Fiiigal's army heard the joy that \vas

Caros, king cfjii'ps ; who is fuppofed to be in Cairbar's camp. The charafler given

the fame with Caraufius the ufurper. of Caihmor is agreeable to the times. Some,

A a through
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brother of red-haired Cairhar. But their fouls were not the fame

:

for the light of heaven v/as in the bofoai of Cathmor. His towers

rofe on the banks of Atlia : kven paths led to his halls. Seven chiefs

flood on thofe paths, and called the granger to the fcaft ! But Cath-

mor dwelt in the wood to avoid the voice of praife.

Olla came with his fongs, Ofcar went to Cairbar's feaf^. Three

hundred heroes attended the chief, and the clang of their amis is

terrible. The gray dogs bounded on the heath, and their howling

is frequent. Fingal fnv the departure of the hero : the foul of the

king was fad. He dreads the gloomy Cairbar : but who of the race

of Trenmor feared the foe ?

Mv fon lifted high the fpear of Cormac : an hundred bards met

him with fongs. Cairbar concealed with fmiles the death that was

dark in his foul. The feaft is fpread, the lliells rcfound : joy bright-

ens the face of the hoft. But it was like the parting beam of the

fun, when he is to hide his red head, in a ilorm.

through oflentation, were hofpitable ; and 'A^-j>.cv a' iylp"iz-i(^'j£(icr.i/ ayx^c^ AiofAri^r,?

others fell naturally into a cuftom handed Ttu9JavtJ);^, c"? siaicv £J')cl(,u.;i/^ £v A^ktSyi,

down from their anceftors. But what 'Apnc; Ptorcio, (ptK®' S" r,v di/i^u-n-oKj-r

marks ftrongly the charafler of Cathmor, is TlylvTct^ yap (piXiscxsv, oiu eVi oIhix i::ix!/.

his averfion to praife ; for he is reprefented HoM, 6. I2.

tj dwell in a wood to avoid the thanks of Next Teuthras' fon diftain'd the fands

his guefts ; which is ftill a higher degree with blood,

of generofity than that of Axylus in Ho- Axylus, hofpitable, rich and good:

mer : for the poet does not fay, but the In fair Arifbe's walls, his native place,

good man might, at the head of his own He held his feat; a friend to human race,

table, have heard with pleafure the praife Fad by the road, his ever open door

bellowed on him by the people he en- ObJig'd the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor,

tertaincd. Pope.

Cairbar
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Cairbar rofo in his arms; dsrknefs gathers on his brow. The

hundred harps ceafed at once. The clang * of fliields is heard. Far

dlftant on the heath 011a raifed his long of woe. My fon knew the

fign of death ; and rifing feized his fpear.

Oscar ! faid the dark-red Cairbar, I behold the fpear
-f-

of Erin's

kings. The fpear of Temora :};
glitters in thy hand, fon of the

woody Morven ! It was the pride of an hundred kings, the death of

heroes of old. Yield it, fon of Offian, yield it to car-borne Cairbar,

Shall I yield, Ofcar replied, the gift of Erin's injured king:

the gift of fair-haired Cormac, when Ofcar fcattered his foes ? I came

to his halls of joy, when Swaran fled from Fingal. Gladnefs rofe

in the face of youth : he gave the fpear of Temora. Nor did he

give it to the feeble, O Cairbar, neither to the weak in foul. The

darknefs of thy face is not a florm to me ; nor are thine eyes the

flames of death. Do I fear thy clanging fliield ? Does my foul

tremble at Olla's fong ? No : Cairbar, frighten thou the feeble ; Of-

car is like a rock.

And wilt thou not yield the fpear, replied the riling pride of

Cairbar ? Are thy words mighty becaufe Fingal is near, the gray-

* When a chief was determined to kill a Inrrgh, as a certain fignal of his approaching

man that was in his power already, it was death.

ul'uai to fignify, that his death was intend- f Cormac, the fon of Arth, had given

€j, by the found of a ftiield ftruck with the the fpear, which is here the foundation of

blunt end of a fpear; at the fame time the quarrel, to Ofcar when he came to con-

that a bard at diftance raifed the flt-a.7;-/i>?^. gratulate him, upon Svvaran's being ex-

A ceremony of another kind was long ufcd pelled from Ireland.

in Scotland upon fuch occafions. Every JTi'mSr-ri', the hoii'e of the great king,

body has heard that a bull's head was ferved the name of the royal palace of the fmprenie

up to Lord Douglas in the caftle of Edin- kings of Ireland.

A a 2 haired
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haired warrior of Morven. He has fought with httle men. But

he mufl: vanifli before Cairbar, hke a thin pillar of mill; before the

winds of Atha *.

Were he who fought with 'little men near the chief of Atha :

Atha's chief would yield green Erin to avoid his rage. Speak not

of the mrghty, O Cairbar ! but turn thy fword on me. Our flrength

is equal : but Fingal is renowned ! the firfi; of mortal men !

Their people faw the darkening chiefs. Their crowding fteps are

heard around. Their eyes roll in fire. A thoufand fwords are half

unfheathed. Red-haired Olla raifed the Jong of battle : the trem-

bling joy of Ofcar's foul arofe : tlie wonted joy of his foul when Fin-

gal's horn was heard.

Dark as the fwelllng wave of ocean before the rifing winds, when

it bends its head near the coalt, came on the hoft of Cairbar.

Daughter of Tofcar
-f-

! why that tear ? He is not fallen yet. Many

were the deaths of his arm before my hero fell !—Behold they fall

before my fon like the groves in the defart, when an angry ghoft

ruddies through night, and takes their green heads in his hand !

Mcrlath falls : Maronnan dies : Conachar trembles in his blo®d.

Cairbar flirinks before Ofcar's fword ; and creeps in darknefs be-

hind his ftone. He lifted the fpear in fecret, and pierced my Of-

car's fide. He falls forward on his fliield : his knee fuftains the

chief : but his fpear is in his hand. See gloomy Cairbar :{: falls.

The fleel pierced his forehead, and divided his red hair behind. He
lay,

* Atha, /W/aw r/w : the name of Cair- part of the poem, which rtlatcJ to the

bar's feat in Connaught. death of Ofcar her lover,

f The poet means Malvina, the daugh- % The Irifti iiiftorians p!ace the ilcath of

lex of Tofcar, to whom he addrcffed that Cr.iibar, in the latter end of the third cen-

tury :
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lay, like a fluttered rock, which Cromla fliakes from its fide. But

never more Hiall Olcar rife ! he leans on his bofTy fhield. His fpear

is in his terrible hand : Erin's fons flood diftant and dark. Their

flaouts arofe, like the crowded noile of ftreams, and Lena echoed

around.

FiNGAL heard the found; and took his father's fpear. His flops

are before us on the heath. He fpoke the words of woe. I hear

the noife of battle : and Ofcar is alone. Rife, ye fons of Morven,

and join the hero's fword.

OssiAN ruflied along the heath. Fillan bounded over Lena. Fer-

gus flew with feet of wind. Fingal ftrode in his ftrength, and the

light of his fhield is terrible. The fons of Erin faw it far diflant ;

they trembled in their fouls. They knew that the wrath of the

king arofe : and they forefaw their death. We firfl: arrived ; we

fought; and Erin's chiefs withfiood our rage. But when the king

came, in the found of his courle, what heart of fleel could fland !

Erin fled over Lena. Death purfued their flight.

We faw Ofcar leaning on his fhield. We fiw his blood around.

Silence darkened on every hero's face. Each turned his back and

wept. The king flrove to hide his tears. His gray beard whiftled

in the wind. He bends his head over his fon : and his words are

mixed with flghs.

And art thou fallen, Ofcar, in the midfl of thy courfe ? the heart

of the aged beats over thee ! He fees thy coming battles. He be-

tury : they fay, Jie was killed in battle a- their bards, the traaflator thinks that the

gainft Ofcar the fon of Oflian, but deny account of Ollian is as probable : at the

that he fell by his hand. As they have worfc, it is but oppofing one tradition to

uothing to 20 upon but the traditions ©f another.

holds
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liolds the battles which ought to come, but they are cut oft from

thy fame. When fliall joy dwell at Selma ? When fliall the long

of grief ceafe on Morven ? My fons fall by degrees : Fingal raall be

the laft of his race. The fame which I have received rtiall pafs

away : my age will be without friends. I fliall fit like a gray cloud

in my hall : nor fhall I expert the return of a fon, in the midft of

his founding arms. Weep, ye heroes of Morven ! never more lliall

Ofcar rife

!

And they did weep, O Fingal ; dear was the hero to their fouls.

He went out to battle, and the foes vanillied ; he returned, in peace,

amidfl their joy. No father mourned his fon flain in youth ; no

brother his brother of love. They fell, without tears, for the chief

of the people was low ! Bran * is howling at his feet : gloomy Luath

is fid, for he had often led them to the chacc ; to the bounding

roes of the defart.

When Ofcar beheld his friends around, his white breafl: rofe

with a figh.-^The groans, he faid, of my aged heroes, the howling

of my dogs, the fudden burfts of the fong of grief, have melted Of-

car's foul. My foul, that never melted before ; it was like the fleel

of my fword.— Oflian, carry me to my hills ! Raife the ftones of my
fame. Place the horn of the deer, and my fword within my
narrow dwelling.—The torrent hereafter may raife the earth of

my tomb : the hunter may find the fleel and fay, " This has been

" Ofear's fword."

* Bran v/as one of Fingal's dogs.—He in the tranflator's hands, has given him the

was (o remarkable for his fleetnefs, that fame properties with Virgil's Camilla,

the poet, in a piece which is not juft now

Anh
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And falleft thou, fon of my fame ! And fliall I never fee thee,

Ofcar ! When others hear of their fons, I fliall not hear of thee.

The mofs is on the ftones of his tomb, and the mournful wind is

there. The battle fliall be fought without him : he fliall not pur-

fue the dark-brown hinds. When the warrior returns from battles

and tells of other lands, he will fay, I have feen a tomb, by the

roaring ftream, where a warrior darkly dwells : he was flain by car-

borne Ofcar, the firfl: of mortal men.—I, perhaps, fliall hear him,

and a beam of joy will rife in my foul.

The night would have defcended in forrow, and morning re-

turned in the fliadow of grief: our chiefs would have ftood like,

cold dropping rocks on Lena, and have forgot the war, did not

the king difperfe his grief, and raife his mighty voice. The chiefs,

as new-wakened from dreams, lift their heads around.

How long fliall we weep on Lena; or pour our tears in Ullin ?

The mighty will not return. Ofcar fliall not rife in his flreno-fli.

The valiant muft fall one day, and be no more known on his hills.

—Where are our fathers, O warriors ! the chiefs of the times of

old ? They have fet like ftars that have flione, we only hear the

found of their praife. But they were renowned in their day, and

the terror of other times. Thus fliall wepafs, O warriors, in the day

of our fall. Then let us be renowned when we may ; and leave

our fame behind us, like the lafc beams of the fun, when he hides

his red head in the wefl:.

Ullin, my aged bard! take the fliip of the king. Carry Ofcar

to Selma, and let the daughters of Morven weep. We fhall fight

in Erin for the race of fallen Corniac. The days of my years beg'n

to fail : I feel the weaknefs of my arm. My fathers bend from

3 their
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their clouds, to receive their gray-hair'd fon. But, Trenmor ! be-

fbre I go hence, one beam of my fame fhall rife : I'o fliall my days

end, as mv years begun, in fame : my life fhall be one ftream of

light to other times.

Ullin rais'd his white fails : the wind of the fouth came forth.

He bounded on the waves towards Selma's walls.—I remained in

my grief, but my words were not heard. Tlie feaft is Ipread on

Lena : an hundred heroes reared the tomb of Cairbar : but no fong

is raifed over the chief; for his foul had been dark and bloody. We
remembered the fldl of Cormac ! and what could we fay in Cair-

bar's praifc ?

The night came rolling down. The light of an hundred oaks

arofe. Fingal fat beneath a tree. The chief of Etha fat near the

king, the gray-hair'd flrength of Ufnoth.

Old Althan * flood in the midft, and told the tale of fallen

Cormac. Althan the fon of Conachar, the friend of car-borne

Cuchullin : he dwelt with Cormac in windy Temora, when Semo's

fon fought with generous Torlath.—The tale of Althan was mourn-

ful, and the tear was in his eye.

^ The fetting fun was yellow on Dora '^. Gray evening began

to defcend. Temora's woods fliook with the blaft of the unconflant

wind. A cloud, at length, gathered in the weft, and a red ftar

* Althan, the fon of Conachar, was the related, as here, the death of his mafler

chief bard of Arth king of Ireland. After Cormac.

the death of Arth, Althan attended his fon f Althan fpeaks.

Cormac, and was pref^nt at his death.—He X Doira, the icoady fide cf a m:ui!i7:n ;

had made his efcape from Cairbar, by the it is here a hill in the neiglibourhood of

means of Cathmor, and coming to Fingal, Temora.

looked
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looked from behind its edge.—I ftood iiT tlie wood alone, and faw a

ghofl on the darkening air. His ftride extended from hill to hill

:

his fhield was dim on his fide. It was the fon of Scmo : I knew
the fadnefs of his face. But he pafTcd away in his blaft ; and all

was dark around. My foul was fiid. I went to the hall of fliells.

A thoufand lights arofe : the hundred bards had ftrung the harp.

Corniac flood in the midfl, like the morning ftar *, when it rejoices

on the eaflern hill, and its young beams are bathed in fhowers.

—

The fword of Artho
||
was in the hand of the king ; and he looked

with joy on its polifhed ftuds : thrice he attempted to draw it, and

thrice he failed : his yellow locks are fpread on his ihoulders : his

cheeks of youth are red.—I mourned over the beam of youth, for

he was foon to fet.

Althan ! he faid, with a fmile, haft thou beheld my flither ?

Heavy is the fword of the king, furely his arm was ftrong. O that

I were like him in battle, when the rage of his wrath arofe ! thea

would I have met, like Cuchullin, the car-borne fon of Cantela !

But years may come on, O Althan ! and my arm be ftrong.—Haft

thou heard of Semo's fon, the chief of high Temora ? He might

have returned with his fame ; for he promifed to return to-night.

My bards wait him with their fongs, and my feaft is ipread.

—

I HEARD the king in filence. My tears began to flow. I hid

them with my gray locks ; but he perceived my grief.

* ^atis, ubi cceaii perfufus Lucifer ttnda. Shakes from his rofy locks the peaily dews }

^tLtn Venus ante alios afinrum diligit '.gties, Difpels die darknefs, and the day renews.

Extulit OS facrum cceloy tencbrafque refohit. Dryden.
ViRG.

11
^fdi^ or Artho, the father of Cormac

So from the feas exerts his radiant head, \^'^„ of Ireland,

Theftar,bywhomtheltghtsofheav'nare!ed:

B b Son
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S ON of Conachar ! he faid, is the king of Tura low ? Why burfts

thy figh in fecret ? And v/hy defcends the tear ?—Comes the car-

borne Torlath ? Or the found of the red-haired Cairbar r They

come !—for I fee thy grief j and Tura's king is low !—Shall I not

rufli to battle ?—But I cannot lift the arms of my fathers !—O had

mine arm the ftrength of Cuchullin, foon would Cairbar fly j the

fame of my fathers would be renewed ; and the adions of

other times

!

He took his bow of yew. Tears flow from his fparkling eyes.

—

Grief iiiddens around : the bards bend forward from their harps.

The blaft touches their ftrings, and the found of woe afcends.

A VOICE is heard at a diftance, as of one in grief; it was Carril

of other times, who came from the dark Slimora *.—He told of

the death of Cuchullin, and of his mighty deeds. The people were

fcattered around his tomb : their arms lay on the ground. They

had forgot the battle, for the found of his fhield had ceafed.

But who, faid the foft-voiced Carril, come like the bounding

roes ? their ftature is like the young trees of the plain, growing

in a (hower :—Soft and ruddy are their cheeks : but fearlefs fouls

look forth from their eyes ? Who but the fons of Ufnoth, the

car-borne chiefs of Etha ? The people rife on eveiy fide, like the

flrength of an half-extingui(hed fire, when the winds come fuddenly

from the defart, on their ruftling wings.—The found of Caithbat's

fliield was heard. The heroes faw Cuchullin
-f-,

in the form of

lovely Nathos. So rolled his fparkling eyes, and fuch was his fleps

* Slimora, a hill in Connaught, near t That is, they faw a manifeft likenefs

which Cuchullin was killed. between the perfon of Nathos and Cuchullin.
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on his heath. Battles are fought at Lego : the fword of Na-

thos prevails. Soon llialt thou behold him in thy halls, king of

woody Temora !

And foon may I behold him, O Carril ! replied the returning joy

of Cormac. But my foul is fid for Cuchullin ; his voice v/as plca-

fant in mine ear.—Often have we moved on Dora, at the chace of

the dark-brown hinds : his bow was unerring on the mountains.

—

He fpoke of mighty men. He told of the deeds of my fathers ; and

I felt the joy of my breaft. But fit thou, at the feaft, O Carril i

I have often heard thy voice. Sing in the praife of- Cuchullin ; and

of that mighty ftranger.

Day rofe on Temora, with all the beams of the eaft. Trathin

came to the hall, the fon of old Gellama J.—I behold, he faid, a

dark cloud in the defart, king of Innisfail ! a cloud it feemed at

firfl, but now a croud of men. One jftrides before them in his

flrength ; and his red hair flies in the wind. His fhield glitters to

the beam of the eaft. His fpear is in his hand.

Call him to the feaft of Temora, replied the king of Erin. My
hall is the houfe of ftrangers, fon of the generous Gellama !—Per-

haps it is the chief of Etha, coming in the found of his renown.

—

Hail, mighty ftranger, art thou of the friends of Cormac ?—But

Carril, he is dark, and unlovely ; and he draws his fword. Is th.at

the fon of Ufnoth, bard of the times of old ?

It is not- the fon of Ufnoth, faid Carril, but the chief of Atha.

-' Why comeft thou in thy arms to Temora, Cairbar of the

X Geai-lamha, white-handed.

B b 2x; gloomy
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gloomy brow ? Let not thy fword rife againft Cormac ! Whither

doft thou turn thy fpeed ?

He pafTed on in his darknefs, and feized the hand of the king.

Cormac forefaw his death, and the rage of his eyes arofe.—Retire,

thou gloomy chief of Atha : Nathos comes with battle. Thou
art bold in Cormac's hall, for his arm is weak.—The fword entered

Cormac's fide : he fell in the halls of his fathers. His fair hair is

in the duft. His blood is fmoaking round.

And art thou fiUlen in thy halls, I faid \\, O ion of noble Artho?

The fhield of CuchuUin was not near. Nor the fpear of thy

father. Mournful are the mountains of Erin, for the chief of the

people is low ! Bleft be thy foul, O Cormac ! thou art fnatched

from the midft of thy courfe.

My words came to the ears of Cairbar, and he clofed us-f- In the

midft of darknefs. He feared to ftretch his fword to the bards * :

though his foul was dark. Three days we pined alone : on the

fourth, the noble Cathmor came.—He heard our voice from the

cave ; he turned the eye of his wrath on Cairbar.

Chief of Atha ! he faid, how long wilt thou pain my foul ? Thy

heart is like the rock of the defart ; and thy thoughts are dark.—

But thou art the brother of Cathmor, and he will fight thy battles.

But Cathmor's foul is not like thine, thou feeble hand of war !

The light of my bofom is fi:ained with thy deeds : the bards will

not fing of my reno^^n. They may fay, " Cathmor was brave,

II
A]than fpcaks. * The perfons of the bards were fo fa-

t That is, himfelf and Carril, as it af- cred, that even he, who had juft murdered

terwards appears. his fovereign, feared to kill them.

8 *' but
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*' but he fought for gloomy Cairbar." They will pafs over my
tomb ill filence, and my fiune fhall not be heard.—Cairbar ! loofe

the bards : they are the fons of other times. Their voice fiiall be

heard in other ages, when the kings of Temora have failed. .

We came forth at the words of tl:e chief. We fav/ him in his

flrcngth. He was like thy youth, O Fingal, when thou firfl: didft

lift the fpear.—His face was like the plain of the fun when it is

bright : no darknefs travelled over his brow. But he came with

his thoufands to Ullin ; to aid the red-haired Cairbar : and now he

comes to revenge his death, O king of woody Morven. >

And let him come, replied the king j I love a foe like Cathmor.

His foul is great J his arm is ftrong, and his battles are full of flime.

But the little foul is like a vapour that hovers round the marfhy

lake : it never rifes on the green hill, left the winds meet it there :

its dwelling is in the cave, and it fends forth the dart of death.

UsNOTH ! thou haft heard the fame of Etha's car-borne chiefs.-—

Our young heroes, O warrior, are like the renown of our fathers.

—They fight in youth, and they fall : their names are in the fong.

—But we are old, O Ufnoth, let us not fall like aged oaks ; which

the blaft overturns in fecret. The hunter came paft, and faw them

lying gray acrofs a ftream. How have thefe fallen, he faid, and

whittling pafled along.

Raise the fong of joy, ye bards of Morven, that our fouls may
forget the paft,—The red ftars look on us from the clouds, and

filently defcend. Soon fhall the gray beam of the morning rife,

and fhew us the foes of Cormac. Fillan ! take the fpear of the

king;
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king j go to Mora's dark-brcwn fide. Let thine eyes travel

over the heath, like flames of fire. Obferve the foes of FingaJ,

and the courfe of generous Cathmor. I hear a dillant found,

like the falling of rocks in the defart. But ftrike thou thj

fhield, at times, that they may not come through night, and the

fame of Morven ceafe.-—I begin to be alone, my fon, and I dread,

the fall of my renown.

The voice of the bards arofe. The king leaned on the fliield

of Trenmor.—Sleep defcended on his eyes, and his future battles

rofe in his dreams. The hoft are fleeping around. Dark-haired

Fillan obferved the foe. His iteps are on a diftant hill : we hear,

'at times, his clanging fliield.

One of the Fragments of Ancient Poetry

lately publlflied, gives a different account

of the death of Ofcar^ the fon of Offian.

The tranfiator, though he well knew

the more probable tradition concerning

that hero, was unwilling to rejedt a poem,

which, if not really of Offian's compofition,

has much of his manner, andconcife turn

of exprefiion. A more correft copy of

that fragment, which has fiiice come to the

tranflator's hands, has enabled him to cor-

ie(3 the miftake, into which a fimilarity of

names had led thofe who handed down the

poem by tradition.—The heroes of the

piece are Ofcar the fon of Caruth, and

Dermid the fon of Diaran. Oflian, or

perhaps his imitator, opens the poem with

a lamentation for Ofcar, and afterwards,

by an eafy tranfition, relates the flory of

Ofcar. the fon of Caruth, who feems to

have bore the fame character, as well a$

name, with dear the fon of Oflian.

Though the tranfiator thinks he has good

reafbn to rejedl the fragment as the com-

pofition of OlTian ; yet as it is, after all,

ftill fomewhat doubtful whether it is or

not, he has here fubjoined it.

W/ H Y openeft thou afrefh the fpring of

my grief, O fon of Alpin, inquiring

how Ofcar fell ? My eyes are blind with

tears; but memory beams on my heart. How
can I relate the mournful death of the

head of the people ! Chief of the war-

riors, Ofcar, my fon, fhall I fee thee no

more !

He fell as the moon in a {form ; as the

fun from the midfl of his courfe, when

clouds rife from the wafle of the waves,

when the blacknefs of the ftorm inwraps

the rocks of Ardannider. I, like an an-

cient



An E P I C POEM. igj

dent oak on Morven, I moulder alone in

nyy place. The blaft hath lopped my

branches away ; and I tremble at the

wings of the north. Chief of the war-

riors, Ofcar, my fon ! fliall I fee thee no

more !

But, fon of Alpin, the hero fell not

harmlefs as the grafs of the field ; the blood

of the mighty was on his fword, and he

travelled with death through the ranks of

their pride. But Ofcar, thou fon of Ca-

ruth, thou haft fallen low ! No enemy fell

by thy hand. Thy fpear was flained with

the blood of thy friend.

Dermid and Ofcar were one : They

reaped the battle together. Their friend-

fhip was ftrong as their fteel ; and death

walked between them to the field. They

came on the foe like two rocks falling

from the brows of Ardven. Their fwords

were ftained with the blood of the valiant

:

warriors fainted at their names. Who was

equal to Ofcar, but Dermid ? and who to

Dermid, but Ofcar !

They killed mighty Dargo in the field

;

Dargo who never fled in war. His daugh-

ter was fair as the morn ; mild as the

beam of night. Her eyes, like two flars

in a fliower : her breath, the gale of

fpring : her breads, as the new-fallen

{isow floating on the moving heath. The

warriors faw her, and loved ; their fouls

were fixed on the maid. Each loved her

as his fame ; each muft poflefs her or die.

But her foul was fixed on Ofcar ; the fon

of Caruth was the youth of her love. She

forgot the blood of her father ; and loved

the hand that flew him.

Son of Caruth, faid Dcimid, I love ;

Ofcar, I love this maid. But her foul

cleavcth unto thee ; and nothing can heal

Dermid. Here, pierce this bofom, Ofcar ;

relieve me, my friend, with thy fword.

My fword, fon of Diaran, fhall never be

ftained with the blood of Dermid.

Who then is worthy to flay me, O
Ofcar fon of Caruth ? Let not my life

pafs away unknown. Let none but Ofcar

flay me. Send me with honour to the

grave, and let my death be renowned.

Dermid, make ufe of thy fword ; fon

of Diaran, wield thy fteel. Would that

1 fell with thee I that my death came from

the hand of Dermid I

They fought by the brook of the moun-

tain, by the ftreams of Branno. Blood

tinged the running water, and curdlei

round the mofly ftones. The ftately Der-

mid fell ; he fell, and fmiled in death.

And falleft thou, fon of Diaran, falleft

thou by Ofcar's hand I Dermid who ne-

ver yielded in war, thus do I fee thee fall !

He went, and returned to the maid

of his love j he returned, but fhe perceived

his grief.

Why that gloom, fon of Caruth ? what

{hades thy mighty foul ?

Though once renowned for the bow,

O maid, I have loft my fame. Fixed on a

tree by the brook of the hill, is the fhield

of the valiant Gormuf, whom I flew in

battle. I have wafted the day in vain, nor

coald my arrow pierce it.

Let me try, fon of Caruth, the fkill of

Dargo's daughter. My hands were taujht

the bow : my father delighted in my (kill.

She



tgz T E M O R A, See.

She went. He flood behind the fliield.

Her arrow flew, and pierced his breaft.

Blefled be that hand of fnow ; and blef-

fed that bow of yew ! Who but the

daughter of Dargo was worthy to flay the

fon of Caruth ? Lay me in the earth, my
fair one ; lay me by the fide of Dermid.

Ofcar! the maid replied, I have the foul

cf the mighty Dargo. Well pleafcd I can

meet death. My forrow I can end.—

—

She pierced her white bofom with the fi eel-

She fell; (he trembled ; and died.

By the brook of the hill their graves are

laid ; a birch's unequal fliadc covers their

tomb. Often on their green earthen tombs

the branchy fons of the mountain feed,

when mid-day is all in flame?, and filence

over all the hills.

CAR RIC-
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HAST -f-
thou left thy blue courfe in heaven, golden-haired

fon of the flcy ! The weft has opened its gates; the bed of thy

repofe is there. The waves come to behold thy beauty : they lift

their trembling heads : they fee thee lovely in thy fleep ; but they

fhrink away with fear. Reft, in thy fliadowy cave, O fun ! and

let thy return be in joy. But let a thoufand lights arife to the

* Fingal, returning from an expedition interwoven with it. It appears from tra-

which he had made into the Roman pro- dition, that this poem was addreffed to a

vlnce, refolved to vifit Cathulla king of Culdee, or one of the firft Chriftian milTio-

Inis-tore, and brother to Comala, whofe naries, and that the ftory of the Spirit

ftory is related, at large, in the dramatic of Loda, fuppofed to be the ancient Odin

poem, pubhflied in this colleiSion. Upon of Scandinavia, was introduced byOflian in

his coming in fight of Carric-thura, the pa- oppofition to the Culdee's doiflrine. Be

lace of Cathulla, he obferved a flame on its this as it will, it lets us into Oflian's no-

top, which, in thofe days, was a fignal tions of a fuperior being ; and (hews that

ofdiftrefs. The wind drove him into a he was not addided to the fuperftition

bay, at fome diftance from Carric-thura, which prevailed all the world over, before

and he was obliged to pafs the night on the the introdudion of Chrifti^nity.

fliore. Next day he attacked the army of f The fong of UUin, with which the

Frothal king of Sora who had befieged poem opens, is in a lyric meafure. It vras

Cathulla in his palace of Carric-thura, and ufual with Fingal, when he returned from

took Frothal himfelf prifoner, after he had his expeditions, to fend his bards finging

engaged him in a fingle combat. Thede- before him. This fpecies of triumph is

liverance of Carric-thura is the fubjed of called, by Oflian, \hzfoKg ofvWory.

the poem, but fevcral other epifodes are

C c found
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found of the harps of Selma : let the beam fpread in the hall, the

king of fhells is returned ! The ftrife of Crona * is paft, like founds

that are no more : raife the fong, O bards, the king is returned, with

his fame

!

Such was the fong of Ullin, when Fingal returned from battle :

when he returned in the fair blufhing of youth ; with all his heavy

locks. His blue arms were on the hero j like a gray cloud on the

fun, when he moves in his robes of mill:, and ihews but half his

beams. His heroes follow the king : the feaft of Ihells is fpread.

Fingal turns to his bards, and bids the fong to rife.

Voices of ecchoing Cona ! he faid, O bards of other times ! Ye,

on whofe fouls the blue hofts of our fathers rife ! ftrike the harp in

my hall ; and let Fingal hear the fong. Pleafant is the joy of grief!

it is like the fhower of fpring, when it foftens the branch of the

oak, and the young leaf lifts its green head. Sing on, O bards, to-

morrow we lift the fail. My blue courfe is through the ocean,

to Carric-thura's walls; the molly walls of Sarno, where Co-

mala dwelt. There the noble CathuUa, fpreads the feafl: of Ihells.

The boars of his woods are many, and the found of the chace

fhall arife.

Cronnan
-f-,

fon of the fong! faid Ullin, MInona, graceful at

the harp ! raife the fong of Shilric, to pleafe the king ofMorven. Let

* O/Kan has celebrated the77r//# a/ C?o- Cronnan and Minona, whofe very names

na, in a particular poem. This poem is denote that they were fingers, who per-

conne£led with it, but it was impoflible for formed in public. Croiuian fignifies a

the tranflator to procure that part which mournfulfound, Minona, or Min-'6nn,foft

relates to Crona, with any degree of purity, air. All the dramatic poems of Offian

t One {bould think that the parts of appear to have been prefented before Fin-

Shilxic and Vinvela were reprefented by gal, upon folemn occafions.

Vinvela
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Vinvela come in her beauty, like the fhoWery bow, when it fliews

its lovely head on the lake, and the fetting fun is bright. And flie

comes, O Fingal ! her voice is loft but fad.

Vinvela.

My love is a fon of the hill. He purfues the flying deer. His

gray dogs are panting around him -, his bow-ftring founds in the

wind. Doft thou reft by the fount of the rock, or by the noife of

the mountain-ftream ? the rufhes are nodding with the wind, the

mift is flying over the hill. I will approach my love unperceived,

and fee him from the rock. Lovely I faw thee firft by the aged oak

of Branno * ; thou wert returning tall from the chace ; the faireil

among thy friends.

Shilric.

What voice is that I hear ? that voice like the fummer-wind.

—

I fit not by the nodding rufhes ; I hear not the fount of the rock.

Afar, Vinvela
-f-,

afar I go to the wars of Fingal, My dogs attend

me no more. No more I tread the hill. No more from on high I

fee thee, fair-moving by the ftream of the plain ; bright as the bow

of heaven ; as the moon on the weftern wave.

Vinvela.

Then thou art gone, O Shilric ! and I am alone on the hill. The
deer are {ecn on the brow ; void of fear they graze along. No
more they dread the wind; no more the rufl:ling tree. The hunter

* Bran, or Branno, fignifies a mountain- cular one which falls into the Tay at Dun-

Jiream : it is here fomc river known by that keld.

name, in the days of Offian, There are t Bhin-bheul, a woman with a melodious

feveral fmall rivers in the north of Scotland -voice. Bh in the Galic Language has the

£111 retainijig the name of Bran ; in parti- fame found with the v in Englifii.

C C 2 1%
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is far removed'; he is in tlie field of graves. Strangers ! fons of

the waves ! fpare my lovely Shilric.

Shilric.

If fall I mufl in the field, raife high my grave, Vinvela. Gray

ftones and heaped-up earth, fliall mark me to future times. When

the hunter fliall fit by the mound, and produce his food at noon,

" Some warrior refis here," he will fay ; and my fame fliall live iji

his praife. Remember me, Mnvela, when low on eartli I lie !

Vinvela.

Yes !—I will remember thee—Indeed my Shilric will fall. What

fliall I do, my love ! when thou art gone for ever ? Through tliefe

hills I wiU go at noon : I will go through the filent heath. There

I will fee the place of thy reft, returning from the chace. Indeed*

my Shilric will fall ; but I will rem.ember him.

And I remember the chief, faid the king of woody Morven ; he

confumed the battle in his rage. But now my eyes behold him not.

I met him, one day, on the hill ; his cheek was pale ; his brow

was dark. The figh was frequent in his breaft : his fleps were to-

wards the defart. But now he is not in the crowd of my chiefs,

when the founds of my fliields arife. Dwells he in the narrow

houfe *,- the chief of high Carmora -f
?

Cronnan ! faid Ullin of other times, raife the fong of Shilric;

when he returned to his hills, and Vinvela was no more. He leaned

on her gray mofiy fl;one; he thought Vinvela lived. He faw her

fair-moving J on the plain : but the bright form lafted not : the

* The grave. was, that the former appeared fomeiimes in

f Carn-mor, high reeky hill. the day-time in lonely unfrequented places,

X The diftindtion, which the ancient but the latter never but by night, and in a

Scots made between good and bad fpirits,
' difmal gloomy fcene.

I fua-
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fun-beam fled from the field, and flae was feen no more. Hear the

fong of Shilric, it is foft but fad.

I SIT by the mofiy fountain; on the top of the hill of winds.

One tree is ruftling above me. Dark waves roll over the heath. The
lake is troubled below. The deer defcend from the hill. No hun-

ter at a diftance is feen ; no whiftling cow-herd is nigh. It is mid-

day : but all is filent. Sad are my thoughts alone. Didil thou but

appear, O my love, a wanderer on the heath ! thy hair floating on.

the wind behind thee ; thy bofom heaving on the fight ; thine eyes

full of tears for thy friends, whom the mift of the hill had con-

cealed ! Thee I would comfort, my love, and bring thee to thy fa-

ther's houfe.

But is it flie that there appears, like a beam of light on the

heath ? bright as the moon in autumn, as the fun in a fummer-

ftorm, comeft thou, lovely maid, over rocks, over mountains to me ?

She fpeaks : but how weak her voice ! like the breeze in the

reeds of the pool.

Returnest thou fafe from the war ? Where are thy friends,

my love ? I heard of thy death on the hill j I heard and mourned

thee, Shilric !

Yes, my fair, I return; but I alone ofmy race. Thou fiialt fee

them no more : their graves I raifed on the plain. But why art

thou on the defert hill ? Why on the heath, alone ?

Alone I am, O Shilric ! alone in the winter-houfe. With grief

for thee I expired. Shilric, I am pale in the tomb,

Shs
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She fleets, fhe fails away; as gray mift before the wind!—and,

wilt thou not ftay, my love ? Stay and behold my tears ? fair thou

appeareft, Vinvela ! fair thou wall, when alive !

By the mofly fountain I will fit; on the top of the hill of winds.

When mid-day is filent around, converfe, O my love, with me

!

come on the wings of the gale ! on the blaft of the mountain,

come ! Let me hear thy voice, as thou pafTeft, when mid-day is fi-

lent around.

Such was the fong of Cronnan, on the night of Selma's joy. But

morning rofe in the eafl ; the blue waters rolled in light. Fingal

bade his fails to rife, and the winds come rufi:ling, from their hills.

Inis-tore rofe to fight, and Carric-thura's mofly towers. But the

fign of diftrefs was on their top : the green flame edged with fmoke.

The king of Morven ftruck his breafl: : he afliimed, at once, his

ipear. His darkened brow bends forward to the coafl: : he looks

back to the lagging winds. His hair is difordered on his back. The

filence of the king is terrible.

Night came down on the fea ; Rotha's bay received the fhip. A
rock bends along the coafl: with all its ecchoing wood. On the

top is the circle * of Loda, and the mofly ftone of power. A nar-

row plain fpreads beneath, covered with grafs and aged trees, which

the midnight winds, in their wrath, had torn from the fliaggy

rock. The blue courfe of a fl:ream is there ; and the lonely blaft of

ocean purfues the thiftle's beard.

The flame of three oaks arofe : the feaft is fpread around: but

the foul of the king is fari, for Carric-thura's battling chief. The

* The circle of Lcda is fuppofed to be a as the fpirit of Loda is thought to be the

place of worfliip among the Scandinavians, fame with their god Odin.

wan.
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wan, cold moon rofe, in the eaft. Sleep defcended on the youths !

Their blue helmets glitter to the beam ; the fading fire decays. But

fleep did not reft on the king : he rofe in the midft of his arms, and

flowly afcended the hill to behold the flame of Sarno's tower.

The flame was dim and diftant ; the moon hid her red face in the

eaft. A blaft came from the mountain, and bore, on its \vin8;s, the

fpirit of Loda. He came to his place in his terrors *, and he Ihiook

his dufliy fpear.—His .eyes appear like flames in his dark face ; and

his voice is like diflant thunder. Fingal advanced with the fpear of

his ftrength, and raifed his voice on high.

Son of night, retire: call thy winds and fly! Why doft thou

come to my prefence, with thy fhadowy arms ? Do I fear thy

gloomy form, difmal fpirit of Loda ? Weak is thy Ihield of clouds

:

feeble is that meteor, thy fword. The blaft rolls them together j

and thou thyfelf doft vanifti. Fly from my prefence fon of night

!

call thy winds and fly !

DosT thou force me from my place, replied the hollow voice ?

The people bend before me. I turn the battle in the field of the

valiant. I look on the nations and they vanifh : my noftrils pour

the blaft of death. I come -f abroad on the winds : the tempefts are

before my face. But my dwelling is calm, above the clouds, the

fields of my reft are pleafant.

Dwell then in thy calm fields, fald Fingal, and let Comhal's fon

be forgot. Do my fteps afcend, fi-om my hills, into thy peaceful

plains ? Do I meet thee, with a fpear, on thy cloud, fpirit of dif-

* He is defcribed, in a fimile, in the the terrors of this mock divinity, and thofe

poem concerning the death of Cuchullin. of the true God, as they are defcribed in

f There is a great refemblance between the i8tb Pfalm.

2 mal
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mal Loda ? Why then doft thou frown on Fingal ? or fhake thine

airy ipear ? But thou frowneft in vain : I never fled from mighty

men. And fliall the fons of the wind frisrhten the kins: of Mor-

ven ? No : he knows the weaknefs of their arms.

Fly to thy land, replied the form : receive the wind and fly.

The blaflis are in the hollow of my hand : the courfe of the ftorm is

mine. The king of Sora is my fon, he bends at the ftone of my
power. His battle is around Carrlc-thura ; and he will prevail. Fly

to thy land, fon of Comhal, or feel my flaming wrath.

He lifted high his fliadowy fpear j and bent forward his terrible

height. But the king, advancing, drew his Avord ; the blade of

dark-brown Luno *. The gleaming path of the fteel winds thro'

the gloomy ghofl:. The form fell fhapelefs into air, like a column of

fmoke, which the fliaff of the boy difturbs, as it rifes from the half-

extinguifhed furnace.

The fpirit of Loda flirieked, as, rolled into himfelf, he rofe on

the wind. Inifliore fhook at the found. The waves heard it on

the deep : they flopped, in their courfe, with fear : the compa-

nions of Fingal flarted, at once ; and took their heavy ipears. They

mifled the king : they rofe with rage; all their arms refound.

The moon came forth in the eaft. The king returned in the

gleam of his arms. The joy of his youths was great, their fouls

fettled, as a fea from a fl:orm. Ullin raifed the fong of gladnefs. The

hills of Iniftore rejoiced. The flame of the oak arofe j and the tales

of heroes are told.

* The famous fword of Fingal, made by Lun, or Luno, a fmith of Lochlin.

But



A P O E M. 201

But Frothal, Sora's battling king, fits in fadnefs beneath a tree.

The hoft fpreads around Carric-thura. He looks towards the walls

with rage. He longs for the blood of Cathulla, who, once, over-

came the king in war. When Annir reigned * in Sora, the fa-

ther of car-borne Frothal, a blaft rofe on the fea, and carried Frothal

to Iniftore. Three days he feafted in Sarno's halls, and faw the flow

rolHng eyes of Comala. He loved her, in the rage of youth, and

rufhed to feize the white-armed maid. Cathulla met the chief. The
gloomy battle rofe. Frothal is bound in the hall : three days he

pined alone. On the fourth, Sarno fent him to his fliip, and here-

turned to his land. But wrath darkened in his foul againft the noble

Cathulla. When Annir's flone -f of fame arofe, Frothal came in his

ftrength. The battle burned round Carric-thura, and Sarno's mofly.

walls.

Morning rofe on Iniftore. Frothal ftruck his dark-brown

fliield. His chiefs ftarted at the found j they flood, but their eyes

-^vere turned to the fea. They faw Fingal coming in his ftrength j

and firft the noble Thubar fpoke.

Who comes like the ftag of the mountain, with all his herd be-

hind him ? Frothal, it is a foe ; I fee his forward fpear. Perhaps it

is the king of Morven, Fingal the firft of men. His acflions are well

known on Gormal ; the blood of his foes is in Starno's halls. Shall

I afk the peace J of kings ? Fie is like the thunder of heaven.

* Annir was alTo the father Of Erragon, f That i;, after the death of Annir. To
who was king after the death of his brother ett£\ the ftone of one's fame, was, in

Frothal. The death of Erragon is the other words, to fay that the perfon was

fubje£l of tie battle of Lota, a poem in this dead.

colloSlion. X Honourable terms of peace.

D d Son-
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Son of the feeble hand, faid Frothal, fliall my days beghi in dark-

nefs ? Shall I yield before I have conquered in battle, chief of

ftreamy Tora ? The people would fay in Bora, Frothal flew forth

like a meteor; but the dark cloud met it, and it is no more. No :

Thubar, I will never yield ; my fame fliall furround me like light.

No : I will never yield, king of ftreamy Tora.

He went forth with the ftream of his people, but they met a'

rock : Fingal ftood unmoved, broken they rolled back from his fide.

Nor did they roll in fafety ; the fpear of the king purfued their

flight. The field is covered with heroes. A rifing hill preferved.

the flying hoft.

Frothal faw their flight. The rage of his bofom rofe. He

bent his eyes to the ground, and called the noble Thubar. Thu-

bar ! my people fled. My fame has ceafed to rife. I will fight

the king ; I feel my burning foul. Send a bard to demand the com-

bat. Speak not againft Frothal's words.—But, Thubar ! I love a

maid ; flie dwells by Thano's ftream, the white-bofomed daughter

of Herman, Utha with the foftly- rolling eyes. She feared the

daughter * of Iniftore, and her foft fighs rofe, at my departure. Tell,

to Utha that I am low ; but that my foul delighted in her.

Such were his words, refolved to fight. But the foft figh of

Utha was near. She had followed her hero over the fea, in the

armour of a man. She rolled her eye on the youth, in fecret, from

beneath a glittering helmet. But now ihe faw the bard as he went,

and the fpear fell thrice from her hand. Her loofe hair flew on the

* By the daughter of Liiftore, Frothal feared that the former paffion of Frothal foj

means ComaJa, of whofe death Utlia pro- Comala mi»ht return,

bably had not heard ; confcquenily (lie

'? wind.
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w'nd. Her white breaft role, witli fighs. She lifted up her eyes

to the king ; flie would fpeak, but tlirice flie failed.

FiNGAL heard the words of the bardj he came in the flrength

oi fteel. They mixed their deathful Ipears, and raifed the gleam of

their fwords. Bat the fteel of Fingal defcended and cut Frothal's

fliield in twain. His fair fide is expofed ; half bent he forefees

his death.

Darkness gathered on Utha's foul. The tear rolled down her

cheek. She rullied to cover the chief witli her fliield -, but a fallen

oak met her fleps. She fell on her arm of fnow ; her fliield, her

helmet flew wide. Her white bofom heaved to the fight ; her

dark-brown hair is fpread on earth.

Fingal pitied the white-armed maid : he flayed the uplifted

fword. The tear was in the eye of the king, as, bending forward,

he fpoke. King of ftreamy Sora ! fear not the fword of Fingal. It

was never ftained with the blood of the vanquiflied ; it never pierced

a fallen foe. Let thy people rejoice along the blue waters of Tora :

let the maids of thy love be glad. Why fliouldefl thou fall in thy

youth, king of ftreamy Sora ?

Froth AL heard the words of Fingal, and faw the rlfing maid :

they * flood in filence, in their beauty : like two young trees of the

plain, when the fhower of fpring is on their leaves, and the loud

winds are laid.

Daughter of Herman, faid Frothal, dldfl thou come from

Tora's ftreams -, didft thou come, in thy beauty, to behold thy war-

* Frothal and Utiu.

D d 2 rior
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rior low ? But he was low before the mighty, maid of the flow-roll-

ing eve ! The feeble did not overcome the fon of car-borne Annir.

Terrible art thou, O king of Morven ! in battles of the fpear.

But, in peace, thou art like the fun, when he looks thro' a filent

fiiower : the flowers lift their fair heads before him ; and the gales

fhake their rullling wings. O that thou wert in Sora ! that my feaft

were fpread !—The future kings of Sora would fee thy arms and

rejoice. They would rejoice at the fame of their fathers, who be-

held the mighty Fingal.

Son of Annir, replied the king, the fame of Sora's race fliall be

heard.—When chiefs are ftrong in battle, then does the fong arife !

But if their fwords are ftretched over the feeble : if the blood of

the weak has ftained their arms ; the bard fhall forget them in the

fong, and their tombs fliall not be known. The ftranger fliall come

and build there, and remove the heaped-up earth. An half-worn

fword fliall rife before him; and bending above it, he will fay,

" Thefe are the arms of chiefs of old, but their names are not in

** the fong." Come thou, O Frothal, to the feaft of Inifl:ore

;

let the maid of thy love be there ; and our faces wiU brighten

with joy.

Fingal took his fpear, moving in the fteps of his might.

The gates of Carric-thura are opened. The feafl; of fliells is fpread.

—The voice of niuiic arofe. Gladaefs brightened in the hall.

The voice of Ullin was heard ; the harp of Selma was fl:rung.

—

Utha rejoiced in his prefence, and demanded the fong of grief j the

big tear hung in her eye, when the loft * Crimora fpoke. Crimora

* There is a propriety in introducing this epifode, as th« fituations of Ciimora

and Utha were fo fimilar.

I the
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the daughter of Rlnval, who dwelt at Lotha's -f mighty ftream.

The tale was long, but lovely ; and pleafed the blufliing maid

of Tora.

Crimora *.

Who cometh from the hill, like a cloud tinged with the beam of

the weft ? Whofe voice is that, loud as the wind, but pleafant as

the harp of Carril :{: ? It is my love in the light of fteel ; but fad is

his darkened brow. Live the mighty race of Fingal ? or what

difturbs my Connal
||

?

CONNAL.

They live. I faw them return from the chace, like a ftream of

light. The fun was on their fhields. Like a ridge of fire they de-

fcended the hill. Loud is the voice of the youth ; the war, my
love, is near. To-morrow the terrible Dargo comes to try the

force of our race. The race of Fingal he defies j the race of battle

and wounds.

Crimora.

Connal, ] faw his fails like gray mift on the fable wave. They

ilowly came to land. Connal, many are the warriors of Dargo !

+ Lotha was the ancient name of one Cuchullin's bard. The name itfelf is pro-

of the great rivers in the north of Scotland, per to any bard, as it fignifies a /pright'jr

The only one of them that flill retains a and harmonious found.

nam* of a like found is Lochy, in Inver-
||
Connal, the fon of Diaran, was one of

neftflure ; but whether it is the river men- the moft famous heroes of Fingal ; he was

tioned here, the tranflator will not pretend {}jj» in a hmk agatnft Dargo a Briton ;

to fay. but whether by the hand of the enemy, or

* Cri-mora, a woman oj a great foul. that of his miftrefs, tradition does not de-

X Perhaps the Carril mentioneil here is fermine,

the fame with Carril the fon of Kinfenaj '>•'

Connal.
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CONNAL.

Bring me thy father's fiiield; the bofTy, iron fliieid of Rinval

;

tliat lliield like the full moon when it moves darkened through

heaven.

Crimora.

That fhield I bring, O Connal ; but it did not defend my father.

By the fpear of Gormar he fell. Thou may'il fall, O Connal

!

Connal.

Fall indeed I may : But raife my tomb, Crimora. Gray ftones,

a mound of earth, Ihall keep my memory. Bend thy red eye over

my tomb, and beat thy mournful heaving breali. Though fair thou

art, my love, as the light ; more pleafant than the gale of the hill j

yet I will not ftay. Raife my tomb, Crimora.

Crimora,

Then give me thofe arms of light; that fword, and that fpear

of fteel. I fhall meet Dargo with thee, and aid my lovely Connal.

Farewel, ye rocks of Ardven ! ye deer ! and ye flreams of the hill

!

—We fhall return no more. Our tombs are diftant far.

And did they return no more ? faid Utha's burfting figh. Fell

the mighty in battle, and did Crimora live ?—Her fteps were

lonely, and her foul was fad for Connal. Was he not young and

lovely; like the beam of the fetting ftin ? Ullin faw the virgin's

tear, and took the foftly-treaibling harp : tlie fong was lovely, but

fad, and filence was in Carric-thura.

Autumn is dark on the mountains; gray mifl refts on the hills.

The whirlwind is heard on the heath. Dark rolls the river through

the
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the narrow plain. A tree ftands alone on the hill, and marks the

flunibcring Connal. The leaves \\hirl round with the wind, and

ftrew the grave of the dead. At times are feen here the ghofts of

the deceafed, when the mufing hunter alone ftalks ilowiy over

the heath.

Who can reach the fdurce of thy race, O Connal ? and who re-

count thy fathers ? Thy family grew like an oak on the mountain;

which meeteth the wind with its lofty head. But now it is tora

from the earth. Who lliall fupply the place of Connal ?

Here was the din of arms j and here the groans of the dying.

Bloody are the wars of Fingal ! O Connal ! it was here thou didfl

fall. Thine arm was like a llorm ; thy fword a beam of the fky,;

thy height, a rock on the plain ; tliine eyes, a furnace of tire.

Louder than a ilorm was thy voice, in the battles of thy ileel.

Warriors fell by thy fword, as the thiftle by the ftaff of a boy.

Dargo the mighty came on, like a cloud of thunder. His

brows were contracted and dai k. His eyes like two caves in a rock.

Bright rofe their fwords on each fide ; dire was the clang of

their fteeL

The daughter of Rinval was near; Crimora bright in the armour

of man ; her yellow hair is loofe behind, her bow is in her hand.

She followed the youth to the war, Connal her much-beloved. She

drew the firing on Dargo ; but erring pierced her Connal. He falls

like an oak on the plain ; like a rock from the fliaggy hill. What fliall

Ihe do, haplefs maid !—He bleeds ; her Connal dies. All the night

long fhe cries, and all the day, O Connal, my love, and my friend

!

With grief the fad mourner dies.

Earth
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Earth here inclofes the lovelieft pair on the hill. The grafs

grows between the ftones of the tomb ; I often fit in the mournful

fhade. The wind fighs through the grafs ; their memory ruflies on

my tnind. Undifturbed you now fleep together ; in the tomb of the

mountain you reft alone.

And foft be your reft, faid Utha, children of ftreamy Lotha.

I will remember you with tears, iand my fecret fong fliall rife;

when the wind is in the groves of Tora, and the ftream is roaring

near. Then fliall ye come on my foul, with all your lovely grief.

Three days feafted the kings : on the fourth their white fails

arofe. The winds of the north carry the fliip of Fingal to Morven's

woody land.-^—But the fpirit of Loda fat, in his cloud, behind the

fhips of Frothal. He hung forward with all his blafts, and fpread

the white-bofomed fails. The wounds of his form were not

forgot ; he ftill feared * the hand of the king.

* The ftory of Fingal and the fpirit of

Loda, fuppofed to be the famous Odiit, is

the moft extravagant fitlion in all Oilian's

poems. It is not, however, without pre-

cedents in the befl: poets ; and it muft be

faid for Oflian, that he fays nothing but

what perfeftly agi^ed with the notions

of the times, concerning ghoHs, They

thought the fouls of the dead were mate-

rial, and confequently fufccptible of pain.

Whether a proof could be drawn from this

palTage, that OJian had no notion of a

divinity, I (liall leave to others to deter-

mine : it appears, however, that he was

of opinfOTi, that fdperior beings ought to

take no notice of what pafTed among men.

THE
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STAR of the falling night ! fair is thy light in the weft ! thou

lifteft thy unfliorn head from thy cloud : thy fteps are

ftately on thy hill. What doft thou behold in the plain ? The
ftormy winds are laid. The murmur of the torrent comes from

afar. Roaring waves climb the diftant rock. The flies of evenino-

are on their feeble wings, and the hum of their courfe is on the

field. What doft thou behold, fair light ? But thou doft fmile and

depart. The waves come with joy around thee, and bathe thy

lovely hair. Farewel, thou filent beam !—Let the light of Oftian's

foul arife.

* This poem fixes the antiquity of a

cuftom, which is well known to have pre-

vailed afterwards, in the north of Scotland,

and in Ireland, The bards, at an annual

feaft, provided by the king or chief, re-

peated their poems, and fuch of them as

were thought, by him, worthy of being

preferved, were carefully taught to their

children, in order to have them tranfmitted

to poflerity. It was one of thofe occa-

fions that afforded the fahie£l of the prefent

rotm to Offian.—It is called in the origi-

nal, the fongs of Selma, which title it was

thought proper to adopt in the tranflation.

The poem is entirely lyric, and has great

variety of verfification. The addref. to

the evening ftar, with which it opens, has

in the original all the harmony that num-

bers could give it ; flowing down with all

that tranquility and foftnefs, which the

fcene defcribed naturally infpires.—Three

of the fongs which are introduced in this

piece, were publilhed among the fragments

of ancient poetry, printed lafl year.

E e And
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And it does arife in its ftrength ! I behold my departed friends.

Their gathering is r,u Lora, as in the days that are paft. Fingal

comes Hke a watry column of mift j his heroes are around. And

fee the bards of the fong, gray-haired Ullin; ftately Ryno ; Alpin *,

with the tuneful voice, and the foft complaint of Minona ! How
are ye changed, my friends, fince the days of Selma's feaft ! when

we contended, like the gales of the fpring, that, flying over the hill,

by turns bena the feebly-whiftling grafs.

Minona
-f-

came forth in her beauty; with down-cafl: look and

tearful eye ; her hair flew flowly on the blafl: that ruflied unfrequent

from the hill. The fouls of the heroes were fad when fhe raifed

the tuneful voice ; for often had they feen the grave of Salgar J, and

the dark dwelling of white-bofomed Colma (|. Colma left alone on

the hill, \vith all her voice of mufic ! Salgar promifed to come

:

but the night defcended round.—Hear the voice of Colma, when fhe

£it alone on the hill

!

Colma.

It is night;—I am alone, forlorn on the hill of ftorms. The

nind is heard in the mountain. The torrent flirieks down the rock.

No hut receives me from the rain ; forlorn on the hill of winds.

* Alpin is from the fame root with Al- from the natives painting themfelves, or

bion, or rather Albin, the ancient name of from their party-coloured cloaths.

Britain; Alp, high InlnrJ, or country. The t Oflian introduces Minona, not in the

prefent name of our iHand has its origin in ideal fcene in his own mind, which he had

the Celtic tongue ; fo that thofe who de- defcribed ; but at the annual feaft of Selma,

rived it from any other, betrayed their ig- where the bards repeated their works be-

norance of the ancient language of our fore Fingal.

counuy.——Breac't in, variegated ijland, % Sealg-'er, a hunter,

fo called from the face of the country, \ Cul-math, a vjoman -Mth fine hair,

4. Rise
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Rise, moon! from behind thy clouds j ftars of the night appear

!

Lead me, fome hght, to the place where my love refts from the

toil of the chace ! his bow near him, unftrung ; his dogs panting

around him. But here I mufl fit alone, by the rock of the mofiy

ilream. The ftream and the wind roar ; nor can I hear the voice

of my love.

Why delays my Salgar, why the fon of the hill, his promife ?

Here is the rock, and the tree ; and here the roaring ilream. Thou
didn promife with night to be here. Ah! whither is my Salgar

gone ? With thee I would fly, my father -, with thee, my brother

of pride. Our race have long been foes *
; but we are not foes,

O Salgar !

Cease a little while, O wind ! flream, be thou filcnt a while !

let my voice be heard over the heath ; let my wanderer hear me.

Salgar ! it is I who call. Here is the tree, and the rock. Salgar,

my love ! I am here. Why delayeft thou thy coming ?

Lo ! the moon appeareth. The flood is bright in the vale. The
rocks are grey on the face of the hill. But I fee him not on the

brow ; his dogs before him tell not that he is coming. Here I

mufl: fit alone.

But who are thefe that lie beyond me on the heath ? Are they

my love and my brother ?—Speak to me, O my friends ! they anfwer

not. My foul is tormented with fears. Ah ! they are dead.

Their fwords are red from the flght, O my brother ! my brother !

why haft thou fldin my Salgar? why, O Salgar ! haft thou flain

my brother ? Dear were ye both to me ! v/hat fliall I fay in your

praife ? Thou wert fair on the hill among thoufands ; he was

E e 2 terrible
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terrible in fight. Speak to me ; hear my voice, fons of my love f

But alas ! they are lilent ; ftlent for ever ! Cold are their

breafts of clay

!

Oh ! from the rock of the hill ; from the top of the windy

mountcun, fpeak ye gholls of the dead ! fpeak, I will not be afraid.

—Whither are ye gone to reft ? In what cave of the hill ihall I

find you ? No feeble voice is on the wind : no anfwer half-drowned

in the ftorms of the hill.

I SIT in my grief. I wait for morning in my tears. Rear the

tomb, ye friends of the dead ; but clofe it not till Colma come. My
life flies away like a dream : why fliould I ftay behind ? Here fliall

I reft with my friends, by the ftream of the founding rock. When
night comes on tlie hill ; when the wind is on the heath ; my ghoft

fhall ftand in the wind, and mourn the death of my friends. The

hunter fhall hear from his booth. He fhall fear but love my voicei

For fweet fliall my voice be for my friends j for pleafanl were they

both to me.

Such was thy fong, Minona foftly-blufliing maid of Torman.

Our tears dcfcended for Colma, and our fouls were fad.—Ullin came

with the harp, and gave the fong of Alpin.—The voice of Alpin

was pleafant : the foul of Ryno was a beam of fire. But they had

refted in the narrow houfe : and their voice was not heard in Selma.

Ullin had returned one day from the chace, before the heroes

fell. He heard their ftrife on the hill ; their fong was foft but fad.

They mourned the fall of Morar, firft of mortal men.. His foul

was like the foul of Fingal i his fvvord like the fword of Ofcar.

—

But he fell, and his father mourned : his fillier's eyes were full of

tears. Minona's eyes were full of tears, the fifter of car-borne

Morar.
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Morar. She retired from the fong of UHin, like the moon in the

weft, when {he forefees the fliower, and hides her fair head in a

cloud.—I touched the harp, with Ullin ; the fong ofmourning rofe.

Ryno.

The wind and the rain are over : calm is the noon of day. The

clouds are divided in heaven. Over the green hills flies the incon-

ftant fun. Red through the flony vale comes down the ftream of

tlie hill. Sweet are thy murmurs, O ftream ! but more fweet is

the voice I hear. It is the voice of Alpin, the fon of the fong,

mourning for the dead. Bent is his head of age, and red his tear-

ful eye. Alpin, thou fon of the fong, why alone on the filent hill ?

why complaineft thou, as a blaft in the wood i as a wave on the

lonely fliore ?

Alpin.

My tears, O Ryno ! are for the dead ; my voice, for the inhabi-

tants of the grave. Tall thou art on the hill ; fair among the fons

of the plain. But thou ftialt fall like Morar *; and the mourner

ftiall fit on thy tomb. The hills fliall know, thee no more j thy

bow ftiall lie in the hall, unftrung.

Thou wert fwift, O Morar ! as a roe on the hill; terrible as a

meteor of fire. Thy wrath was as the ftorm. Thy fword in battle,

as lightning in the field. Thy voice was like a ftream after rain ;

like thunder on diftant hills. Many fell by thy arm ; they were con-

fumed in the flames of thy wrath.

But when thou didft return from war, how peaceful was thy

brow ! Thy face was like the fun after rain ; like the moon in the

,

* Mor er, great man,

filence



214 The SONGS of S E L M A.

filence of night ; calm as the breafl of the lake when the loud

wind is laid.

Narrow is thy dwelling nov/ ; dark the place of thine abode.

With three fteps I compafs thy grave, O thou who waft fo great

before ! Four ftones, with their heads of mofs, are the only memo-

rial of thee. A tree with fcarce a leaf, long grafs which whiftles

in the wind, mark to the hunter's eye the grave of the mighty

Morar. Morar ! thou art low indeed. Thou haft no mother to

mourn thee j no maid with her tears of love. Dead is (he that

brought thee forth. Fallen is the daughter of Morglan.

Who on his ftaff is this ? who is this, whofe head is white with

age, whofe eyes are red with tears, who quakes at every ftep.—It is

thy father *, O Morar ! the father of no fon but thee. He heard

of thy fame in battle ; he heard of foes difperfed. He heard of

Morar's fame ; why did he not hear of his wound ? Weep, thou

father of Morar ! weep ; but thy fon heareth thee not. Deep is the

fleep of the dead ; low their pillow of duft. No more fhall he hear

thy voice ; no more fliall he awake at thy call. When fhall it be

morn in the grave, to bid the flumberer awake ?

Farewel, thou braveft of men ! thou conqueror in the field .'

but the field fliall fee thee no more ; nor the dark wood be lightened

with the fplendor of thy fteel. Thou haft left no fon. But the

fong fhall preferve thy name. Future times fliall hear of thee -, they

fhall hear of the fallen Morar.

The grief of all arofe, but moft the burfting figh of Armin -}-,

He remembers the death of his fon, who fell in the days of his

* Torman, the fon of Carthul, lord of king o( Gorms, i.e. t!j£ Hue i/IanJ, fup^ofed

I-mora, one of the wertern ifles. to be one of the Hebrides,

t Armin, a hco. He was chief or petty

youth.
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youth. Carmor * was near the hero, the chief of the eccholng Gal-

mal. Why burfts the figh of Armin, he faid ? Is there a caufe to

mourn ? The fong comes, with its mu(ic, to melt and pleafc the

foul. It is like foft mift, that, rifing from a lake, pours on the fi-

lent vale ; the green flowers are hlled with dew, but the fun re-

turns in his ftrength, and the mift is gone. Why art thou fad, O-

Armin, chief of fea-furrounded Gorma ?

Sad ! I am indeed : nor fmall my caufe of woe !—Carmor, thou

haft loft no fon ; thou haft loft no daughter of beauty. Colgar the

valiant lives j and Annira faireft maid. The boughs of thy family

flourifli, O Carmor ! but Armin is the laft of his race. Dark is thy

bed, O Daura ! and deep thy fleep in the tomb.—When flialt thou

awake with thy fongs ? with all thy voice of mufic ?

Rise, winds of autumn, rife j blow upon the dark heath ! ftreams

of the mountains, roar ! howl, ye tempefts, in the top of the oak !

walk through broken clouds, O moon ! fhow by intervals thy pale

face ! bring to my mind that fad night, when all my children fell i

when Arindal the mighty fell ; when Dura the lovely failed.

Daura, my daughter ! thou wert fair; fair as the moon on the

hills of Fura
-f-

; white as the driven fnow ; fweet as the breath-

ing gale. Arindal, thy bow was ftrong, thy fpear was fwift in

the field : thy look was like mift on the wave ; thy fliield, a red

cloud in a ftorm. Armar, renowned in war, came, and fought

Daura's love ; he was not long denied ; fair was the hope of their

friends.

* Cear-mor, a talldark-complixliined man. \ Fuar-a, cold IJland.

Era-^
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Erath, fon of Odgal, repined; for his brother was flain by

Armar. He came difguifed like a fon of the fea : fair was his fkift'

on the wave ; white his locks of age ; calm his ferious brow. Fair-

eft of women, he faid, lovely daughter of Armin ! a rock not diftant

in the fea, bears a tree on its fide ; red fliines the fruit afar. There

Armor waits for Daura. I came to carry his love along the roll-

ing fea.

She went; and flie called on Armar. Nought anfwered, but the

fon * of the rock. Armor, my love! my love! why tormenteft

thou me with fear ? hear, fon of Ardnart, hear : it is Daura who

calleth thee ! Erath the traitor fled laughing to the land. She

lifted up her voice, and cried for her brother and her father. Arin-

dal ! Armin ! none to relieve your Daura.

Her voice came over the fea. Arindal my fon defcended from

the hill ; rough in the fpoils of the chace. His arrows rattled by

his fide ; his bow was in his hand : five dark gray dogs attended his

fteps. He faw fierce Erath on the fliore : he feized and bound

him to an oak. Thick fly the thongs
-f-

of the hide around his

limbs ; he loads the wind with his groans,

Arindal afcends the deep in his boat, to bring Daura to land.

Armar came in his wrath, and let fly the gray-feathered fliaft. It

fung ; it funk in thy heart, O Arindal my fon ! for Erath the trai-

tor thou diedfl:. The oar is fliopped at once ; he panted on the rock

* By tie fon of to; rock the poet means count, called it mac-talla ; the fon ziho

the ecchoing back of the human voice from tkvilh in the rod.

a rock. The vulgar were of opinion, that f The poet here only means that Er-

this repetition of found was made by a fpi- ath was bound with leathern thongs,

lit within the rock; and they, on that ac-

and
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and expired What is thy grief, O Daura, when rou;id thy feet is

poured thy brother's blood.

The boat is broken in twain by thewaves. Armar plunges into

the fea, to refcue his Daura or die. Sudden a blafl: from the hill

comes over the waves. He funk, and he rofe no more.

Alone, on the fea-beat rock, my daughter was heard to com-

plain. Frequent and loud were her cries j nor could her father rcr-

lieve her. All night I ftood on the iliore. I faw her by the faint

beam of the moon. All night I heard her cries. Loud was the

wind ; and the rain beat hard on the fide of the mountain. Before

morning appeared, her voice v/as weak. It died away, like the

evening-breeze among the grafs of the rocks. Spent with grief fhe

expired. And left thee Armin alone : gone is my ftrength in the

war, and fallen my pride among women.

When the ftorms of the mountain come ; when the north lifts

the waves on high ; I fit by the founding fliore, and look on the

fatal rock. Often by the fetting moon I fee the ghofts of my chil-

dren. Half-viewlefs, they walk in mournful conference together.

Will none of you fpeak in pity ? They do not regard their father.

1 am fad, O Carmor, nor fmall my caufe of woe !

Such were the words of the bards in the days of the fong ; when

the king heard the mufic of harps, and the tales of other times. The

chiefs gathered from all their hills, and heard the lovely found.

They praifed the voice * of Cona ! the firfh among a thoufand bards.

But age is now on my tongue ; and my foul has failed. I hear,

* Offian is fometimes poetically called the voice of Cona.

F f fometimes,



2i8 The SONGS of SELMA.
fometimes, the ghofts of bards, and learn their pleafant fong. But

memory fails on my mind -, I hear the call of years. They fay, as

they pafs along, why does Offian fing ? Soon flaall he lie in the nar-

row houfe, and no bard fliall raife his fame.

Roll or^, ye dark-brown years, for ye bring no joy on your

courfe. Let the tomb open to Offian, for his ftrength has failed.

The fons of the fong are gone to reft ; my voice remains, like a

blaft, that roars, lonely, on a fea-furrounded rock, after the winds

are laid. The dark mofs whiftles there, and the diflant mariner

fees the waving trees.

CALTHON
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CALTHON and COLMAL:

OEM*.
PLEASANT is the voice of thy fong, thou lonely dweller

of the rock. It comes on the found of the ftream, along the

narrow vale. My foul awakes, O ftranger ! in the midft of my hall.

I ftretch my hand to the fpear, as in the days of other years.—

I

* This piece, as many more of Oflian's

compofitions, is addreffcd to one of the firft

Chriftian miflionaries.—The ftory of the

poem is handed down, by tradition, thus

—

In the country of the Britons between the

walls, two chiefs lived in the days of Fin-

gal, Dunthalmo, lord of Teutha, fuppofed

to be the Tweed; and Rathmor,. who

dwelt at Clutha, well known to be the

river Clyde. Rathmor was not more

renowned for his generofity and liofpitality,

than Dunthalmo was infamous for his

cruelty and ambition.—Dunthalmo, thro'

envy, or on account of fome private feuds,

which fubfifted between the families, mur-

dered Cathmor at a feaft ; but being after-

wards touched with remorfe, he educated

the two fons of Rathmor, Calthon and

Colmar, in his own houfe.—They grow-

Ff

ing up to man's eftate, dropped fome hints

that they intended to revenge the death of

their father, upon which Dunthalmo fhut

them up in two caves on the banks of

Teutha, intending to take them off pri-

vately.—Colmal, the daughter of Dun-

thalmo, who was fecretly in love with

Calthon, helped him to make his efcape

from prifon, and fled with him to Fingal,

difguifed in the habit of a young warrior,

and implored his aid againft Dunthalmo.

Fingal fent Offian with three hundred

men, to Colmar's relief—Dunthalmo hav-

ing previoufly murdered Colmar, came to

a battle with Offian ; but he was killed by

that hero, and his army totally defeated.

Calthon married Colmal, his deliverer;

and Oflian returned to Morven.

2 flretcb
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;

ftretch my hand, but it is feeble ; and the figh of my bofom grows.

—Wilt thou not liften, fon of the rock, to the fong of Offian ?

My foul is full of other times ; the joy of my youth returns. Thus

the fan -f- appears ht the wdh after the fteps of his brightnefs have

moved behind a ftorm ; the green hills lift their dewy heads : the

blue llreams rejoice in the vale. The aged hero comes forth on his

ftaff, and his grey hair glitters in the beam. -r
^^

Dost thou not behold, fon of the rock, a fliield in Oi?ian's hall ?

It is marked with the ftrokes of battle ; and the brightnefs of its

bofles has failed. That fliield the great Dunthalmo bore, the chief

of ftreamy Teutha.——Dunthalmo bore it in battle, before he

fell by OlTian's fpear. Liften, fon of the rock, to the tale of

other years.

—

Rathmor was a chief of Clutha. The feeble dwelt in his hall.

The gates of Rathmor wtre never clofed -, his feaft was always

ipread. The fons of the ftranger came, and bleffed the generous

chief of Clutha. Bards raifed the fong, and touched the harp :

and joy brightened on the face of the mournful.—Dunthalmo came,

in his pride, and ruflied into the combat of Rathmor. The chief

of Clutha overcame : the rage of Dunthalmo rofe—He came, by

night, with his warriors ; and the mighty Rathmor fell. He fell

in his halls, where his feaft was often fpread for ftrangers.

f If chance the radiant fun with farewel —When a dreadful florm away is flit

fweet Through the broad world doth fpread hie

Extend his evening beam, the fields revive, goodly ray;

The birds their notes renew, and bleating At fight whereof each bird that fits on fprav,

herds And every beaft that to his den was fled,

Atteft their joy, that hll and valley rings. Come forth afrefh out of their late difmay,

Milton. And to the light lift up their drooping head.

—The fair fun-(hine in fummer's day; Spencer.

COLMAR
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• ColMAR and Cahhon were young, the Tons of car-borne Rath-

mor. They came, in the joy of youth, into their father's hall.

They behold him in his blood, and their burfting tears defcend.

—

The foul of Dunthalmo melted, when he faw the children of youth j

he brought them to Alteutha's | walls ; they grew in the houfe of

their foe.—They bent the bow in his prefence ; and came forth to

his battles.

They faw the fallen walls of their fathers j they faw the green

thorn in the hall. Their tears defcended in fecret j and, at times,

their faces were mournful. Dunthalmo beheld their grief: his

darkening foul defigned their death. He clofed them in two caves,

on the ecchoing banks of Teutha. The fun did not come there

with his beams ; nor the moon of heaven by night. The fons of

Rathmor remained in darknefs, and forefaw their death.

The daughter of Dunthalmo wept in filence, the fair-haired,

blue-eyed Colmal ||. Her eye had rolled in fecret on Calthon ; his

lovelinefs fwelled in her foul. She trembled for her warrior j but

what could Colmal do ? Her arm could not lift the fpear ; nor was-

the fword formed for her fide. Her white bread never rofe beneath

a mail. Neither was her eye the terror of heroes. What canft

thou do, O Colmal ! for the falling chief?—Her fteps are unequal j

her hair is loofe : her eye looked wildly through her tears.—She

t Al-teutha, or rather Baltcutha, the the univerfal language of the whole i/land.

town of Ttveed, the name of Dunthalmo's
||
Caol-mhal, a woman luih [mail eye-

feat. It is obfervable that all the names brows; fmall eye-brows were a diflincuifh-

in this poem, are derived from the Galic ing part of beauty in Oflian's time : and

language; which, as 1 have remarked in a he feldom fails to give them to the fine

preceding note, is a proof that it was once women of his poems.

came.
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came, by night, to the hall *
; and armed her lovely form in fteel

;

the fteel of a young warrior, who fell in the firft of his battles.

—

She came to the cave of Calthon, and loofed the thong from

his hands.

Arise, fon of Rathmor, flic faid, arife, the night is dark. Let

us fly to the king of Selma -f, chief of fallen Clutha ! I am the fon

of Lamgal, who dwelt in thy father's hall. I heard of thy dark

dwelling in the cave, and my foul arofe. Arife, fon of Rathmor,

for the night is dark.

Blest voice ! replied the chief, comefl: thou from the darkly-

rolling clouds ? for often the ghofts of his fathers defcend to Cal-

thon's dreams, flnce the fun has retired from his eyes, and darknefs

has dwelt around- him. Or art thou the fon of Lamgal, the chief

I often faw in Clutha ? But wfll I fly to Fingal, and Colmar my

brother low ? Will I fly to Morven, and the hero clofed in night ?

No : give me that fpear, fon of Lamgal, Calthon will defend

his brother.

A THOUSAND heroes, replied the maid, fl:retch their fpears round

car-borne Colmar. What can Calthon do againft a hofl: fo great ?

Let us fly to the king of Morven, he will come with battle. His

arm is ftretched forth to the unhappy ; the lightning of his fword

is round the weak.— Arife, thou fon of Rathmor ; the fliadows will

fly away. Dunthalmo will behold thy fl:eps on the field, and thou

mufl; fall in thy youth.

* That is, the hall where the arms taken as more proper for a young woman, who

from enemies were hung up as trophies, cannot be fuppofed firong enough to carry

Offiari is very careful to make his ftories the armour of a full-groR'n warrior,

probable ; for lie makes Colmal put on the t Fingal.

arms of a youth killed in his firrt battle,

4 The
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The fighing hero rofe ; his tears defcend for car-borne Colmar.

He came with the maid to Sehna's hall ; but he knew not that it

was Colmal. The helmet cover'd her lovely face^ and her breafl

rofe beneath the fteel. Fingal returned from the chace, and found

the lovely Grangers. They were like two beams of light, in the

midll: of the hall.

The king heard the tale of grief; and turned his eyes around.

A thoufand heroes half-rofe before him ; claiming the war of Teu-

tha.—I came with my fpear from the hill, and the joy of battle

rofe in my breafl: : for the king fpoke to Oflian in the midfl cf

the people.

Son of my ftrength, he faid, take the fpear of Fingal i go to

Teutha's mighty ftream, and fave the car-borne Colmar.—Let thy

fame return before thee like a pleafant gale ; that my foul may re-

joice over my fon, who renews the renown of our fathers.—Offian !

be thou a ftorm in battle ; but mild when the foes are low !—It

was thus my fame arofe, O my fon ; and be thou like Selma's chief.

—When the haughty come to my halls, my eyes behold them not.

But my arm is ft retched forth to the unhappy. My fword defends

the weak.

I REJOICED in the words of the king : and took my rattling

arms.—Diaran * rofe at my fide, and Dargo -f king of fpears.

—

Three

* Diaran, father of that Connal who hunting party. The lamentation of his

was unfortunately kilicd by Crimora, his miftrefs, or wife, Mingala, over his body,

miftrefs. is extant j but whether it is of Offian's

f Dargo, the fon of Collath, is cele- compofition, I cannot determine. It is

brated in other poems by OfEan. He is generally afcribed to him, and has much of

iaid to have been killed by a boar at a his manner ; but fome traditions mention
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Three hundred youths followed our fteps : the lovely ftrangers were

at my fide. Dunthalmo heard the found of our approach ; he

gathered the ftrength of Teutha.—He ftood on a hill with his

hoft; they were like rocks broken wth thunder, when their bent

trees are finsed and bare, and the ftreams of their chinks have failed.

The flream of Teutha rolled, in its pride, before the gloomy

foe. I fent a bard to Dunthalmo, to offer the combat on the plain

;

but he fmiled in the darknefs of his pride.—His unfettled hoft

moved on the hill ; like the mountain-cloud, when the blaft has

entered its womb, and fcatters the curling gloom on everj^ fide.

They brought Colmar to Teutha's bank, bound with a thoufand

thongs. The chief is fad, but lovely, and his eye is on his friends j

for we flood, in our arms, on the oppofite bank of Teutha. Dun-

it as an imitation by feme later bard.

As it has fome poetical merit, I have

fubjoined it.

'p* H E fpoufe of Dargo come; in tears:

for Dargo was no more ! The heroes

fiffh over Lartho's chief: and what (hall

fad Mingala do ? The dark fou! vaniQied

like morning mift, before the king of

fpears : but the generous glowed in his

prefence like the morning flar.

Who was the fairefl and moft lovely r

Who bjt Goliath's ftately fon ? Who fat in

the midft of the wife, but Dargo of the

mighty deeds?

Thy hand touched the trembling harp :

Thy voice was foft as fummer-winds.—

Ah me ! what fhall the heroes fay ? for

Dargo fell before a boar. Pale is the love-

ly cheek ; the look of which was firm in

danger !—Why haft thou failed on our

hills, thou fairer than the beams of the fun r

The daughter of Adonfion was lovely in

the eyes of the valiant ; (he was lovely in

their eyes, but (he chofe to be the fpoufe

of Dargo.

But thou art alone, Mingala ! the night

is coming with its clouds ; where is the

bed of thy repofe ? Where but in the

tomb of Dargo?

Why doft thou lift the ftone, O bard !

why doft thou (hut the narrow houfe ?

Mingala's eyes are heavy, bard ! She muft

fleep with Dargo.

Laft night I heard the fong ofjoy in Lar-

tho's lofty hail. But filence dwells around

my bed. Mingala refts with Dargo.

thalmo
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thalmo came with his ipear, and pierced the hero's fide : he tolled

on the bank in his blood, and we heard his broken fighs.

Calthon ruihed into the ftrcam : I bounded forward on my
Ipear. Teutha's race fell before us. Night came rolling down.

Dunthalmo refled on a rock, amidft an aged wood. The rage of

his bofom burned againll the car-borne Calthon.—But Calthon flood

in his grief; he mourned the fallen Colmar ;, Colmar flain in youth,

before his fame arofe.

I BADE the fong of woe to rife, to footh the mournful chief; but

he flood beneath a tree, and often threw his fpear on earth.—The
humid eye of Colmal rolled near in a fecret tear : fhe forefaw the

fall of Dunthalmo, or of Clutha's battling chief.

Now half the night had pafTed away. Silence and darknefs were

on the field ; fleep refted on the eyes of the heroes : Calthon's

fettling foul was flill. His eyes were half-clofed; but the murmur
of Teutha had not yet failed in his ear. Pale, and fhewing his

wounds, the ghofl of Colmar came : he bended his head over the:

hero, and raifed his feeble voice.

Sleeps the fon of Rathmor in his night, and his brother low?

Did we not rife to the chace together, and purfue the dark-brown

hinds .'' Colmar was not forgot till he fell ; till death had blafted'

his youth. I lie pale beneath the rock of Lona. O let Calthon

rife ! the morning comes with its beams; and Dunthalmo will dif-

honour the fallen.

He pafled away in his blafl. The rifing Calthon faw the fleps of

his departure.—He rufhed in the found of his fleel ; and unhappy

Colmal rofe. She followed her hero through night, and dragged

G g her.
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her fpear behind.—But when Calthon came to Lena's rock, he found

his fallen brother—The rage of his bofom rofe, and he rufhed

among the foe. The groans of death afcend. They clofe around

the chief.—He is bound in the midft, and brought to gloomy Dun-

thalmo.—The fliout of joy arofe ; and the hills of night replied.

—

I ftarted at the found : and took my father's fpear. Diaran rofe

at my fide ; and the youthful ftrength of Dargo. We miffed the

chief of Clutha, and our fouls were fad.—I dreaded the departure

of my fame ; the pride of my valour rofe.

Sons of Morven, I faid, it is not thus our fathers fought. They

refted not on the field of flrangers, when the foe did not fall before

them. Their ftrength was like the eagles of heaven j their re-

nown is in the fong. But our people fall by degrees, and our fame

begins to depart. What ihall the king of Morven fay, if Offian

conquers not at Teutha r Rife in your fteel, ye warriors, and follow

the found of Offian's courfe. He will not return, but renowned, to

the echoing walls of Selma.

Morning rofe on the blue waters of Teutha; Colmal flood

before me in tears. She told of the chief of Clutha : and thrice

the fpear fell from her hand. My wrath turned againft the ftranger;

for my foul trembled for Calthon.

Son of the feeble hand, I faid, do Teutha's warriors fight with

tears ? The battle is not won with grief; nor dwells the figh in

the foul of Avar. —Go to the deer of Carmun, or the lowing herds

of Teutha.—But leave the/'; arms, thou fon of fear; a warrior may

lift them in battle.

I TORE
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I tore the mail from her fiioulders. Her fnovvy breaft appeared.

She bent her red face to the ground.—I looked in iilence to the chiefs.

The fpear fell from my hand ; and the figh of my bofom rofe.

But when I heard the name of the maid, my crowding tears defcended.

I blelled the lovely beam of youth, and bade the battle move.

—

Why, fon of the rock, fliould OiTian tell how Teutha's warriors

died ? They are now forgot in their land ; and their tombs are not

found on the heath.—Years came on witli their tempefts ; and the

green mounds mouldered away.—Scarce is the grave of Dunthalmo

feen, or the place where he fell by the fpear of Ollian.—Some gray

warrior, half blind with age, fitting by night at the flaming oak of

the hall, tells now my adlions to his fons, and the fall of the dark

Dunthalmo. The faces of youth bend fidelong towards his voice

;

furprize and joy burn in their eyes.

—

I FOUND the fon * of Rathmor bound to an oak; my fword cut

the thongs from his hands. And I gave him the white-bofomed

Colmal.—They dwelt in the halls of Teutha ; and Offian returned

to Selma.

* Calthcn.

G g 2 L A T H M O N



( "3 )

L A T H M O N

A P O E M*.

SELMA, thy halls are filent. There is no found In the woods

of Morven. The wave tumbles alone on the coaft. The fi-

lent beam of the fun is on the field. The daughters of Morven

come forth, like the bow of the fhower ; they look towards green

Ullin for the white fails of the king. He had promifed to return,

but the winds of the north arofe.

Who pours from the eaftern hill, like a ftream of darknefs ? It

is the hoft of Lathmon. He has heard of the abfence of Fingal.

He trufts in the wind of the north. His foul brightens with joy.

Why doft thou come, Lathmon ? The mighty are not in Selma.

Why comeft thou with thy forward fpear ? Will the daughters of

Morven fight ? But flop, O mighty ftream, in thy courfe ! Does

not Lathmon behold thefe fails ? Why doft thou vanifli, Lathmon,

* Lathmon a Britifh prince, taking ad- epifode of Nifus and Euryalus in Virgil's

vantage of Fingal's abfence in Ireland, ninth JEneid. The poem opens, with the

inade a defcent on Morven, and advanced firft appearance of Fingal on the coafl of

within fight of Selma the royal palace. Morven, and ends, it may be fuppofed,

Fingal arrived in the mean time, and Lath- about noon the next day. The firft para-

mon retreated to a hill, where his army graph is in a lyric meafure, and appears to

was furprized by night, and himfelf taken have been fung, of old, to the harp, as a

prifoner by Offian and Gaul the fon of prelude to the narrative part of the poem,

Morni. This exploit of Gaul and Offian which is in heroic vcrfe.

bears a near refemblance to the beautiful

like
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like the mlft of the lake ? But the fqually ftorm is behind thee

;

Fingal purfues thy fteps

!

The king of Morven flarted from fleep, as we rolled on the dark-

blue wave. He ftretched his hand to his fpear, and his heroes rofe

around. We knew that he had Ceen his fathers, for they often de-

fcended to his dreams, when the fword of the foe rofe over the

land ; and the battle darkened before us.

Whither haft thou fled, O wind, faid the king of Morven?

Doft thou ruftle in the chambers of the fouth, and purfue the (hower

in other lands ? Why doft thou not come to my fails ? to the blue

face of my feas ? The foe is in the land of Morven, and the king

is abfent. But let each bind on his mail, and each afTume his

fliield. Stretch every fpear over the wave ; let every fword be un-

fheathed. Lathmon * is before us with his hoft : he that fled
-f-

from Fingal on the plains of Lona. But he returns, like a colledted

ftream, and his roar is between our hills.

Such were the words of Fingal. We ruflied into Carmona's

bay. Oflian afcended the hill ; and thrice ftruck his bofly Ihield.

The rock of Morven replied ; and the bounding roes came forth.

The foes were troubled in my prefence : and colledlcd their darken-

ed hoft ; for I ftood, like a cloud on the hill, rejoicing in the arms

of my youth.

* It is faid, by tradition, that it was the f He alludes to a battle wh&rein Fingal

intelligence of Lathmon's invafion, that had defeated Lathmon. The occafion of

occafioned Fingal's return from Ireland
;

this firft war, between thofe heroes, is told

though Oflian, more poetically, afcribes the by Offian in another poem, which the

xraufe of Fingal's knowledge to his dream. trandator has fesn.

MoRNI
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Morn I * fat beneath a tree, at the roaring waters of Strumon
-f-

:

his locks of age are gray : he leans forward on his ftaffj young

Gaul is near the hero, hearing the battles of his youth. Often did

he rife, in the fire of his foul, at the mighty deeds of Morni.

The aged heard the found of OlTian's Oiield : he knew the fign

of battle. He flarted at once from his place. His gray hair part-

ed on his back. He remembers the adions of other years. My
fon, he faid to fair haired Gaul, I hear the found of battle. The

king of Morven is returned, the fign of war is heard. Go to

the halls of Strumon, and bring his arms to Morni. Bring tlie

arms which my fatlier wore in his age, for my arm begins to fail.

Take thou thy armour, O Gaul ; and rufli to the firfl; of thy battles.

Let thine arm reach to the renown of thy fathers. Be thy courfe ia

the field, like the eagle's wing. Why fliouldft thou fear death, my
fon ! the valiant fall witli fame ; their iliields turn the dark llream

of danger away, and renown dwells on their gray hairs. Dofi: thou

not fee, O Gaul, how the fi:eps of my age are honoured ? Morni

moves forth, and the young meet him, with reverence, and turn

their eyes, with filent joy, on his courfe. But I never fled from

danger, my fon ! my fword lightened through the darknefs of battle.

The ftranger melted before me ; the niighty were blafi:ed in my
prefence.

Gaul brought the arms to Morni : the aged warrior covered him-

felf with fi:eel. He took the fpear in his hand, which was often

* Morni was chief of a numerous tribe, two heroes perfectly reconciled in this

in the days of Fingal and his father Com- poem.

hal. The laft mentioned hero was killed f Stru'-raone, Jlream of the hill. Here

in battle againft Morni's tribe ; but the the proper name of rivulet in the neigh-

valour and conduft of Fingal reduced bourhood of Selnia,

them, at laft, to obedience. We fin J the

3 flained
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ftained with the blood of the valiant. He came towards Fingal,

his foil attended his fteps. The fon of Comhal rejoiced over the

warrior, when he came in the locks of his age.

King of the roaring Strumon ! fiid the rifing joy of Fingal ; do

I behold thee in arms, after thy ftrength has failed ? Often has

Morni Ihone in battles, like the beam of the rifing fun ; when he

difperfes the ftorms of the hill, and brings peace to the glittering

fields. But why didft thou not reft in thine age ? Thy renown is

in the fong. The people behold thee, and blefs the departure of

mighty Morni. Why didft thou not reft in thine age ? For the foe

will vanifh before Fingal.

Son of Comhal, replied the chief, the ftrength of Morni's arm

has failed. I attempt to draw the fvvord of my youth, but it re-

mains in its place. I throw the fpear, but it falls fliort of the mark j

and I feel the weight of my fliield. We decay, like the grafs of

the mountain, and our ftrength returns no more. I have a fon, O
Fingal, his foul has delighted in the actions of Morni's youth ; but

his fword has not been lifted againft the foe, neither has his fame

begun. I come with him to battle; to diredl his arm. His re-

nown will be a fun to my foul, in the dark hour of my departure.

O that the name of Morni were forgot among the people ! that the

heroes would only fay, " Behold the father of Gaul !"

King of Strumon, Fingal replied, Gaul fhall lift the fword in

battle. But he fliall lift it before Fingal ; my arm ftiall defend

his youth. But reft thou in the halls of Selma ; and hear of our

renown. Bid the harp be ftrung ; and the voice of the bard arife^

that thofe who fall may rejoice in their fame ; and the foul of

Morni brighten with gladnefs. OfTian ! thou haft fought in

battles :
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battles : the blood of ftrangcrs is on thy fpear : let thy courfe be

with Gaul in the ftrife ; but depart not from the fide of Fingal ;

left the foe find you alone, and your fame fail at once.

I SAW * Gaul in his arms, and my foul was mixed with his : for

the fire of the battle was in his eyes ! he looked to the foe with joy.

We fpoke the words of friendfliip in fecretj and the lightning of

our fwords poured together ; for we drew them behind the wood,

and tried the ftrength of our arms on the empty air.

Night came down on Morven. Fingal fat at the beam of t^e

oak, Morni fat by his fide with all his gray waving locks. Their

difcourfe is of other times, and the adlions of their fathers. Three

bards, at times, touched the harp ; and Ullin was near with his

fong. He fung of the mighty Comhal ; but darknefs gathered •j'

on Morni's brow. He rolled his red eye on Ullin ; and the fong of

the bard ceafed. Fingal obferved the aged hero, and he mildly

Ipoke.

Chief of Strumon, why that darknefs? Let the days of other

years be forgot. Our fathers contended in battle ; but we meet to-

gether, at the feaft. Our fwords are turned on the foes, and they

melt before us on the field. Let the days of our fathers be forgot,

king of mofly Strumon.

• Offian fpeaks. The contraft between nl's brow, did not proceed from any diflike

the old and young heroes is ftrongly mark- he had to Comhal's name, though they

ed. The circumftance of the latter's draw- were foes, but from his fear that the fong

ing their fwords is well imagined, and would awaken Fingal to remembrance of

agrees with the impatience of young fol- the feuds which had fubfilled of old be-

diers, juft entered upon acSlion. tween the families. Fuigal's fpcech on

+ Ullin had chofcn ill the fubjefl of his this occafion abounds with gcnerofity and

fong. The darkntfs which gathered on Moi- good fenfe,

3 King



A POEM. 233

King of Morven, replied the chief, I remember thy father with

joy. He was terrible in battle ; the rage * of the chief was deadly.

My eyes were full of tears, when the king of heroes fell. The va-

liant fall, O Fingal, and the feeble remain on the hills. How
many heroes ha\-e pafied away, in the days of Morni ! And I did

not fhun the battle 5 neither did I fly from the ftrife of the valiant.

Now let the friends of Fingal reftj for the night is around ; that

they may rife, with ftrength, to battle againft car-borne Lathmon.

I hear the found of his hoft, like thunder heard on a diftant heath.

Ofilan I and fair-haired Gaul ! ye are fwift in the race. Obferve

the foes of Fingal from that woody hill. But approach them not,

your fathers are not near to fnield you. Let not your fame fall at

once. The valour of youth may fail.

We heard the words of the chief with joy, and moved in the

clang of our arms. Our fleps are on the woody hill. Heaven burns

with all its flars. The meteors of death fly over the field. The

diftant noifeof the foe reached our ears. It was then Gaul fpoke, in

his valour ; his hand half-unflieathed the fword.

Son of Fingal, he faid, why burns the foul of Gaul ? My heart

beats high. My fteps are difordered ; and my hand trembles on my

fword. When I look towards the foe, my foul lightens before me,

and I fee their fleeping hoft. Tremble thus the fouls of the valiant

in battles of the fpear .? How would the foul of Morni rife if we

* This expreffion is ambiguous in the tor has endeavoured to preferve the fame

original. It either fignilies that Comhal ambiguity in the verfiun ; as it was p.ro-

kiUed many in battle, or that he was im- bably defigned by the poet,

placable in his refentmcnt, The tranfla-

H h - > V Ihould
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/houid rudi on the foe ! Our renown would grow in the fong; and

our fteps be ftately in the eyes of the brave.

SoK of Morni, I repUed, my fotd dehghts in battle. I deliglit

to fliine in battle alone, and to give my name to the bards. But

what if the foe fliould prevail ; fliall I behold the eyes of the king ?

They are terrible in his difpleafure, and like the flames of death.

—

But I will not behold them in his wrath. Offian fliall prevail or

fall. But Ihall the fame of the vanquifhed rife ?—They pafs away

like a fhadow. But the fame of Ollian fhall rife. His deeds fhall

be like his fathers. Let us rufli in our arms ; fon of Morni, let us

rufh to battle. Gaul ! if thou fhalt return, go to Selma's lofty

wall. Tell to Evirallin * that I fell with fame ; carry this fword to

Branno's daughter. Let her give it to Ofcar, when the years of

his youth fliall arile.

Son of Fingal, Gaul replied with a figh ; will I return after Of-

fian is low !—What would my father fay, and Fingal king of men 7

The feeble v/ould turn their eyes and fay, ** Behold the mighty

Gaul who left his friend h\ his blood !" Ye Ihall not behold me, ye

feeble, but in the midft ofmy renown. Offian ! I have heard from

my father the mighty deeds of heroes ; their mighty deeds when

alone j for the foul increafes in danger.

Son of Morni, I replied and flrode before him on the heath,

our fathers fliall praife our valour, when they mourn our fall. A
beam of gladnefs fhall rife on their fouls, when their eyes are full

of tears. They will fay, " Our fons have not fallen like the grafs

of the field, for they fpread death around them." But why

• Oflian had married her a little time lady is introduced, as an epifode, in the

before. The ftory of his courtOiip of this fourth book of Fingal.

I fhould-
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fhould we think of the narrow houfe ? The fword defends the va-

liant. But death purfues the flight of the feeble ; and their re-

nown is not heard.

We rufhed forward through night ; and came to the roar of a

ftream which bent its blue courfe round the foe, through trees that

ecchoed to its noife ; we came to the bank, of the ftream, and faw

the fleeping hoft. Their fires were decayed on the plain ; and tlae

lonely fteps of their fcouts were diftant far. I ftretched my fpear

before me to fupport my fl;eps over the ftream. But Gaul took my
hand, and fpoke the words of the valiant.

Shall * the fon of Fingal rufli on a fleeping foe r Shall he come

like a blaft by night when it overturns the young trees in fecret ?

Fingal did not thus receive his fime, nor dwells renown on the gray

hairs of Morni, for adlions like thefe. Strike, Oflian, ftrike the

fliield of battle, and let their thoufands rile. Let them meet Gaul

in his firft battle, that he may try the ftrength of his arm.

My foul rejoiced over the warrior, and my burfting tears de-

fcended. And the foe fliall meet Gaul, I fud : the fame of Morni's

fon fliall arife. But rulh not too far, my hero : let the gleam of

thy fteel be near to Oflian. Let our hands join in flaughter.

Gaul ! doft thou not behold that rock ? Its gray fide dimly gleams

to the ftars. If the foe fliall prevail, let our back be towards the

• This propofal of Gaul is much more ing ilifmayed with the found of Oflian's

noble, and more agreeable to true heroifm, (hield, which was the common figiial of

than the behaviour of Ulyfles and Dio- battle, thought that Fingal's whole army

med in the Iliad, or that of Nifus and En- came to attack them 5 fo that they fly in

ryalus in the JEne\6. What his valour reality from an army, not from two he-

and generofity fuggefted became the foun- roes ; which reconciles the flory to pro-

dation of his fuccefs. For the enemy be- bability.

H h 2 rock
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'nock. Then fhall they fear to approach our Ipcars ; for deatli is in

our hands.

I STRUCK thrice vrry ecchoing Ihield. The ftarting foe arofe.

We rnfhed on in the found of our arms. Their crouded llreps fly

over the heath ; for they thought that the mighty Finga] came

;

and the ftrength of their arms withered away. The found of their

flight was hke that of flame, when it rufhes thro' the blalled groves.

It was then the fpear of Gaul flew in its ftrength ; it was then

his fword arofe. Cremor fell ; and mighty Leth. Dunthormo

flruggled in his blood. The fleel rufhed through Crotho's fide, as

bent, he rofe on his fpear ; the black ftream poured from the wound,

and hifl^ed on the half-extinguifhed oak. Cathmin faw the fl:eps of

the hero behind him, and afcended a blafled tree; but the fpear pierced

him from behind. Shrieking, panting, he fell ; mofs and withered

branches purfue his fall, and llrew the blue arms of Gaui.

Such were thy deeds, fon of Morni, in the firfl: of thy battles.

Nor flept the fword by thy fide, thou laft of Fingal's race ! Oflian

ruflied forward in his ftrength, and the people fell before him ; as

the grafs by the ftaff of the boy, when he whiftles along the field,

and the gray beard of the thiflle falls. But carelefs the youth moves

on i his fleps are towards the defart.

Gray morning rofe around us, the winding flreams are bright

along the heath. The foe gathered on a hill ; and the rage of Lath-

mon rofe. He bent the red eye of his wrath : he is filent in his

fifing grief. He often flruck his bolly fiiield ; and his fteps are un-

equal on the heath. I faw the diftant darknefs of the hero, and I

fpoke to Morni's fon.

Car-
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Car-borne* chief of Strumon, dofl thou behold the foe ? They

gather on the hill in their wrath. Let our fteps be towards the

king-|-. He lliall rife in his llrength, and the holl of Lathmon

vanifli. Our fame is around us, warrior, the eyes of the aged
;}:

will rejoice. But let us fly, fon of Morni, Lathmon delcends

the hill.

Then let our fleps
1|
be flow, replied the fair-haired Gaul; left

the foe fay, with a fmile, " Behold the warriors of night, they

are, like ghoflis, terrible in darknef^, but they melt away before the

beam of the eaft." Oflian, take tlie fhield of Gormar who fell be-

neath thy fpear, that the aged heroes may rejoice, when they Ihall

behold the acflions of their Ions.

Such were our words on the plain, when Sulmatli 4- came to

car-borne Lathmon : Sulmath chief of Dutha at the dark-rolling

^ream of Duvranna §. Why doft thou not ru/h, fon of Nuath,

with a thoufand of thy heroes i* Why doft thou not defcend with

thy hoft, before the warriors fly ? Their blue arms are beanoing to

the riling light, and their fteps are before us on the heath.

Son

* Car-borne is atitle of honour beftowed, afterwards rebelled againfl f ingal, which

by Oflian, indifcriminately on every hero

;

might be fuppofed to have bred prejudices

as every chief, in his time, kept a chariot againft him in the breaft of Offian. But as

or litter by way of ftate. Gaul, from an enemy, became Fingal's

t Fingal. firmed friend and greateft hero, the poet

J Fingal and Morni. pafles over one flip in his condudl, on ac-

J
The behaviour of Gaul, throughout count of his many virtues.

this pcem, is that of a hero in the moft 4 Suil-mhath, a maji ofgood eye-fight

.

exalted fenfe. The modefty of Oflian, con- § Dubh-bhranna, dark inountain-jheam.

cerning his own anions, is not lefs re- What river went by this name, in the days

markable than his impartiality with regard of OlTian, is not eafiJy afcertained, at this

to Gaul, for it is well known that Gaul diftance of time. A livcr in Scotland,

v.'hich
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Son of the feeble hand, faid Lathmon, fliall my hoft defcend I

They* are but two, fon of Dutha, and fhall a thoufand lift their

fteel ! Nuath would mourn, in his hall, for the departure of his

fame. His eyes would turn from Lathmon, when the tread of his

feet approached.

Go thou to the heroes, chief of Dutha, for I behold the ftately

fteps of Offian. His fame is worthy of my fteel ; let him fight

with Lathmon.

The noble Sulmath came. I rejoiced in the words of the king.

I raifed the fliield on my arm ; and Gaul placed in my hand the

fword of Morni. We returned to the murmuring ftream ; Lath-

mon came in his ftrength. His dark hoft rolled, like the clouds, be-

hind him : but the fon of Nuath was bright in his fteel.

Son of Fingal, faid the hero, thy fame has grown on our fall.

How many lie there of my people by thy hand, thou king of men !

Lift now thy fpear againll Lathmon ; and lay the fon of Nuath

low. Lay him low among his people, or thou thyfelf muft fall.

which falls into the fea at BanfF, ftill re- rit they have themfelvcs in conquering

tains the name of Duvran. If that is meant, them. The cuftom of depreciating ene-

by Offian, in this paffage, Lathmon muft mies is not altogether one of the refine-

have been a prince of the Piftifli nation, or ments of modern heroifm. This railing

thofe Caledonians who inhabited of old the difpofiiion is one of the capital faults in

eaftern coaft of Scotland. Homer's charaflcrs, which, by the bye,

* Offian feldom falls to give his heroes, cannot be imputed to the poet, who kept

though enemiss, that generofity of temper to the manners of the times of which he

which, it appears from his p ems, was a wrote. Milton has followed Homer in this

confpicuous part of his own charader. refpeift ; but railing is lefs fhccking in in-

Thofe who too much defpife their enemies fernal fpirits, who are the obje£ls of horror,

do not refledt, that the more they take than in heroes, who are fet up as patterns

from the valour of their foes, the lefs me- of imitation.

It
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It fliall never be told in my halls that my warriors fell in my pre-

fence ; that they fell in the prefence of Lathmon when his fword

refted by his fide : the blue eyes of Cutha * would roll in tears, and

her ileps be lonely in the vales of Dunlathmon.

Neither fliall it be told, I replied, that the fon of Fingal fled.

Were his fteps covered with darknefs, yet would not Oflian fly ; his

foul would meet him and fay, " Does the bard of Selma fear the foe ?"

No : he does not fear the foe. His joy is in the midfl of battle.

Lathmon came on with his fpear, and pierced the fliield of

Oflian, I felt the cold fteel at my fide ; and drew the fword of

Morni J I cut the fpear in twain ; the bright point fell glittering on

the ground. The fon of Nuath burnt in his wrath, and lifted high

his founding fliield. His dark eyes rolled above it, as bending for-

ward, it (hone like a gate of brafs. But OfTian's fpear pierced the

brightnefs of its bofl"es, and funk in a tree that rofe behind. The

fhield hung on the quivering lance ! but Lathmon flill advanced.

Gaul forefaw the fall of the chief, and ftretched his buckler before

my fword j when it delcended, in a ftream of light over the king of

Dunlathmon.

Lathmon beheld the fon of Morni, and the tear ftartcd from his

eye. He threw the fword of his fathers on the ground, and fpoke

the words of the valiant. Why fliould Lathmon fight againfl: the

firfl of mortal men ? Your fouls are beams from heaven ; your fwords

the flames of death. Who can equal the renown of the heroes,

whofe a<ftions are fo great in youth ! O that ye were in the halls of

Nuiith, in the green dwelling of Lathmon ! then would my father

fay, that his fon did not yield to the feeble.—But who comes, a

* Cutha appears to have been Lathmon's wife or miftrefs.

mighty
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mighty ftream, along the ecchoing heath ? the little hills are trou-

bled before him, and a thoufand ghofts are on the beams of his fteel

;

the ghofts * of thofe who are to fall by the arm of the king of re-

founding Morven.—Happy art thou, O Fingal, thy fons fliall fight

thy battles ; they go forth before thee ; and they return with the

fleps of their renown.

Fingal came, in hismildnefs, rejoicing in fecret over the a(5lions

of his fon. Morni's face brightened with gladnefs, and his aged eyes

look faintly through the tears of joy. We came to the halls of Selma,

and fat round the feaft of fliells. The maids of the fong came into our

prefence, and the mildly bluOiing Evirallin. Her dark hair fpreads

.on her neck of fnow, her eye rolled in fecret on Oflian ; flie touched

the harp of mufic, and we blelfcd the daughter of Branno.

Fingal rofe in his place, and fpoke to Dunlathmon's battling king.

The fword of Trenmor trembled by his fide, as he lifted up his

mighty arm. Son of Nuiith, he faid, why doft thou fearch for fame

in Morven ? We are not of the race of the feeble ; nor do our fwords

gleam over the weak. When did we come to Dunlathmon, with

the found of war ? Fingal does not delight in battle, though his

arm is ftrong. My renown grows on the fall of the haughty. The

lightning of my fteel pours on the proud in arms. The battle comes j

and the tombs of the valiant rife; the tombs of my people rife, O
my fathers ! and I at laft muft remain alone. But I will remain re-

nowned, and the departure of my foul fliall be one ftream of light.

Lathmon ! retire to thy place. Turn thy battles to other lands.

The race of Morven are renov/ned, and their foes are the fons of

the unhappy.

* It was thought, in Offian's time, that traditions concerning this opinion are dark

each perfon had his attending fpirit. The and unfatisfaflory.

OITHONA:
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DARKNESS dwells around Dunlathmon, though the moon
lliews half her face on the hill. The daughter of night

turns her eyes away; for flie beholds the grief that is coming.

—

The fon of Morni is on the plain ; but there is no found in the hall.

No

* Gaul, the fon of Morni, attended

Lathmon into his own country, after his

being defeated in Morven, as related in

the preceding poem. He was kindly en-

tertained by Nuiith, the father of Lath-

mon, and fell in love with his daughter

Oithona. The lady was no lefs ena-

moured of Gaul, and a day was fixed for

their marriage. In the mean time Fingal, pre-

paring for an expedition into the country of

the Britons, feiit for Gaul. He obeyed, and

went; but notwithoutpromifing to Oithona

to return, if he furvivcd the w;'.r, by a cer-

I

tain day.—Lathmon too was obliged to

attend his father Nuath in his wars, and

Oithona was left alone at Dunlathmon,

the feat of the family.—Dunrommath, lord

of Uthal, fuppofed to be one of the Ork-

neys, taking advantage of the abfence

of her friends, came and carried off, by

force, Oithona, who had formerly reject-

ed his love, into Tromathon, a defarC

ifland, where he concealed her in a cave.

Gaul returned on the day appointed
;

heard of the rape, and failed to Troma-

thon, to revenge himfelf on Dunrom-'

i math.
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No long-ftreaming * beam of light comes trembling through the

gloom. The voice of Oithona -j- is not heard amidft the noife of

the ftreams of Duvranna,

Whither art thou gone in thy beauty, dark-haired daughter of

Nuath ? Lathmon is in the field of the valiant, but thou didfl: pro-

mife to remain in the hall ; thou didll: promife to remain in the hall

till the fon of Morni returned. Till he returned from Strumon, to

the maid of his love. The tear was on thy cheek at his departure

;

the figh rofe in fecret in thy breaft. But thou doft not come to

meet him, with fongs, with the lightly-trembling found of

the harp.

Such were the words of Gaul, when he came to Dunlathmon's

towtrs. The gates were open and dark. The winds were blufter-

ing in the hall. The trees ftrowed the threfl;iold with leaves ; and

the murmur of night is abroad.—Sad and filent, at a rock, the fon

of Morni fat : his foul trembled for the maid ; but he knew not

math. When he landed, he found Oi-

thona, difconfolate, and refolved not to

furvive the lofs of her honour.—She told

him th.e ftory of her misfortunes, and flje

fcarce ended, when Dunrommath, with

Tils followers, appeared at the further end

of the ifland. Gaul prepared to attack

him, recommending to Oithona to retire,

till the battle was over.—She feemingiy

obeyed ; but fhe fecretly armed herfelf, rufli-

cd into the thickeft of the battle, and was

mortally wounded.— Gaul purfuing the

flying enemy, found her juft expiring oa

the field : he mourned over her, raifed

her tomb, and returned to Morven.

Thas h the ftory handed down by tradi-

tion ; nor is it given with any material

difference in the poem, which opens with

Gaul's return to Ounlathmon, after the

rape of Oithona.

* Some gentle taper

—— vifit us

With thy long levelled rule of ftreaniing

light. Milton.

-}• Oi-thona, the virgin of the ivave.

whither
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whither to turn his courfe. The fon ;}: of Leth ftood at a diftance,

and heard the winds in his bufhy hair. But he did not raife his

voice, for he faw the forrow of Gaul.

Sleep defcended on the heroes. The vilions of night arole.

Oithona ftood in a dream, before the eyes of Morni's fon. Her

dark hair was loofe and difordered : her lovely eye rolled in tears.

Blood ftained her fnowy arm. The robe half hid the wound of her

breaft. She ftood over the chief, and her voice was heard.

Sleeps the fon of Morni, he that was lovely in the eyes of

Oithona i* Sleeps Gaul at the diftant rock, and the daughter of

Nuath low ? The fea rolls round the dark ifle of Tromathon ; I

fit in my tears in the cave. Nor do I fit alone, O Gaul, the dark

chief of Cuthal is there. He is there in the rage of his love.—And

what can Oithona do ?

A rougher blaft ruftied through the oak. The dream of night

departed. Gaul took his afpen fpear j he ftood in the rage of wrath.

Often did his eyes turn to the eaft, and accufe the lagging light.

—

At length the morning came forth. The hero lifted up the fail.

The winds came ruftling from the hill ; and he bounded on the

waves of the deep.^—On the third day arofe Tromathon*, like a

blue fliield in the midft of the fea. The white wave roared againft

X Morlo, the foil of Leth, is one of Then fwell'd to fight Phaeacia'sdufkycoaft,

Fingal's moft famou5 heroes. He and And woody mountains half in vapours loft j

three other men attended Gaul on his ex- ^^^^^ ,3^ ^^j-^^^ ^j^ indiftinfl and vaft,

pedition to Tromathon. ^ ., ^ ,/,-,, . , , n•^

, .
,

Like a broad Ihield amid the watrywalte.
* £ipa>Ji ofix (TXiocvrx

ry.!%; ^xtYiXa'j, t Trom-thdn, /h-avy or diep-founding

M? oVt p•^5^ \v ni^ociht Trovra. Wave,

HoM. Od. V. 280,

lis its
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its rocks j f^id Oithona fat on the coaft. She looked on the rolh'ng

waters, and her tears defcend. But when fhe faw Gaul in his

arms, fhe ftarted and turned her eyes away. Her lovely cheek is

bent and red ; her white arm trembles by her fide.—Thrice fhe

flrove to fly from his prefence ; but her fleps failed her as

fhe went.

Daughter of Nuiith, faid the hero, why doft thou fly from

Gaul ? Do my eyes fend forth the flame of death ? Or darkens hatred

in my foul ? Thou art to me the beam of the eaft rifing in a land

unknown. But thou covereft thy face with fadnefs, daughter of

high Dunlathmon ! Is the foe of Oithona near ? My foul burns

to meet him in battle. The fword trembles on the fide of Gaul,

and longs to glitter in his hand. Speak, daughter of Nuiith, doft

thou not behold my tears ?

Car-borne chief of Strumon, replied the fighing maid, why

comeft thou over the dark-blue wave to Nuiith's mournful daughter ?

Why did I not pafs away in fecret, like the flower of the rock, that

lifts its fair head unfeen, and ftrows its withered leaves on the

blafl: ? Why didft thou come, O Gaul, to hear my departing figh ?

I pafs away in my youths and my name fhall not be heard.

Or it will be heard with forrow, and the tears of Nuath will fall.

Thou wilt be fad, fon of Morni, for the fallen fame of Oithona.

But flie fliall fleep in the narrow tomb, far from the voice of the

mourner. Why didft thou come, chief of Strumon, to the fea-

beat rocks of Tromathon.

I CAi-.TE to meet thy foes, daughter of car-borne Nuiith ! the death

of Cuthal's chief darkens before me j or Morni's fon fliall fall.

—

Oithona ! when Gaul is low, raife my tomb on that Oozy rock ; and

r when
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when the dark-bounding fliip Hiall pafs, call the fons of the fea ; call

them, and give this fvvord, that they may carry it to Morni's hall ;

that the grey-haired hero may ceafe to look towards the defart for

the return of his Ton.

And lliall the daughter of Nuiith live, flie replied with a burfting

figh ? Shall I live in Tromathon, and the fon of MornI low ?

My heart is not of that rockj nor my foul carelefs as that fea,

which lifts its blue waves to every wind, and rolls beneath the

ftorm. The blaft which fliall lay thee low, fhall fpread the

branches of Oithona on earth. We fl:iall wither together, fon of

car-borne Morni ! The narrow houfe is pleafant to me, and the

gray ftone of the dead : for never more will I leave thy rocks, fea-

furrounded Tromathon !—Night * came on with her clouds, after

the departure of Lathmon, when he went to the wars of his fathers,

to the mofs-covered rock of Duthormoth ; night came on, and I fat

in the hall, at the beam of the oak. The wind was abroad in the

trees. I heard the found of arms. Joy rofe in my face j for I

thought of thy return. It was the chief of Cuthal, the red-haired

ftrength of Dunrommath. His eyes rolled in fire : the blood of my
people was on his fword. They who defended Oithona fell by the

gloomy chief. What could I do ? My arm was weak ; it could

not lift the fpear. He took me in my grief, amidft my tears he

raifed the fail. He feared the returning ftrength of Lathmon, the

brother of unhappy Oithona. But behold, he comes with his

people ! the dark wave is divided before him !—Whither wilt thou>

turn thy fteps, fon of Morni ? Many are the warriors of Dun-

rommath !

* Oitbona relates how flie was caaied away by Dunrommath.

My
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My fteps never turned from battle, replied the hero, as he un-

flieathed his fword ; and will I begin to fear, Oithona, when thy

foes are near ? Go to thy cave, daughter of Nuath, till our battle

ceafe. Son of Leth, bring the bows of our fathers ; and the found-

ing quiver of Morni. Let our three warriors bend the yew. Our

felves will lift tlie fjpcar. They are an hofi: on the rock ; but our

fouls are ftrong.

The daughter of Nuatli went to the cave: a troubled joy rofe

on her mind, like the red path of the lightning on a ftormy cloud.

—Her foul was refolved, and the tear was dried from her wildly-

looking eye.—Dunrommath llowly approached ; for he faw the fon

of Morni. Contempt contradled his face, a fmile is on his dark-

brown cheek ; his red eye rolled, half-conceal'd, beneath his

fhaggy brows.

Whence are the fons of the fea, begun the gloomy chief?

Have the winds driven you to the rocks of Tromathon ? Or come

you in fearch of the white-handed daughter of Nuath ? The fons

of the unhappy, ye feeble men, come to the hand of Dunrommath.

His eye Ipares not the weak; and he delights in the blood of

ftrangers. Oithona is a beam of light, and the chief of Cuthal

enjoys it in fecret ; wouldft thou come on its lovelinefs like a cloud,

fon of the feeble hand !—Thou mayft come, but fhalt thou return to

the halls of thy fathers ?

Dost thou not know me, faid Gaul, red-haired chief of Cuthal?

Thy feet were fwift on the heath, in the battle of car-borne Lath-

mon i when the fword of Morni's fon purfued his holt, in Morven's

woody land. Dunrommath ! thy words are mighty, for thy warriors

gather
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gather behind thee. But do I fear them, fon of pride ? I am not

of the race of the feeble.

Gaul advanced in his armsj Dunrommath fhrunk behind his

people. But the fpear of Gaul pierced the gloomy chief, and his

fword lopped off his head, as it bended in deatli. The fon of

Morni fliook it thrice by the lock ; the warriors of Dunrommath

fled. The arrows of Morven purfued them : ten fell on the mofly

rocks. The reft lift the founding fail, and bound on the ecchc-

ing deep.

Gaul advanced towards the cave of Oithona. He beheld a youth

leaning againft a rock. An arrow had pierced his fide ; and his eye

rolled faintly beneath his helmet.—The foul of Morni's fon is fad,

he came and fpoke the words of peace.

Can the hand of Gaul heal thee, youth of the mournful brow ?

I have fearched for the herbs of the mountains ; I have gathered

them on the fecret banks of their ftreams. My hand has clofed the

wound of the valiant, and their eyes have blefled the fon of Morni.

Where dwelt thy fathers, warrior ? Were they of the fons of the

mighty ? Sadnefs fhall come, like night, on thy native ftreams j

for thou art fallen in thy youth.

My fathers, replied the ftranger, were of the fons of the mighty;

but they ftiall not be fad ; for my fime is departed like morning

mift. High walls rife on the banks of Duvranna; and fee their

moffy towers in the ftream ; a rock afcends behind them with its

bending firs. Thou mayft behold it far diftant. There my bro-

ther dwells. He is renowned in battle : give him this glitter-

ing helmet.

The
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. ThI; helmet fell from the hand of Gaul ; for it was the wounded

Oithona. She had armed herfelf in the cave, and came in fearch of

death. Her heavy eyes are half clofed ; the blood pours from

her fide.

Son of MornI, flie faid, prepare the narrow tomb. Sleep comes,

like a cloud, on my foul. The eyes of Oithona are dim. O had

I dwelt at Duvranna, in the bright beam of my fame ! then had

my years come on with joy ; and the virgins would blefs my fteps.

But I fall in youth, fon of Morni, and my father fliall blu/li

in his hall.

She fell pale on the rock of Tromathon. The mournful hero

raifed her tomb. He came to Morven j but we faw the darknefs

of his foul. Oflian took the harp in the praife of Oithona. The

brightnefs of the face of Gaul returned. But his figh rofe, at times,

in the midft of his friends, like blafts that llvake their unfrequent

wings, after the flormy winds are laid.

C R O M A
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T was the voice of my love ! few are his vifits to the dreams of

Malvina ! Open your airy halls, ye fathers of mighty Tofcar.

Unfold .the gates of your clouds ; the ftcps of Malvina's departure

are near. I have heard a voice in my dream. I feel the fluttering

of my foul. Why didft thou come, O blaft, from the dark-rolling

of the lake ? Thy ruftling wing was in the trees, the dream of Mal-

vina departed. But flie beheld her love, when his robe of mift

flew on the wind ; the beam of the fun was on his fkirts, they glit-

tered like the gold of the flranger. It was the voice of my love-!

few are his vilits to my dreams

!

* Malvina the daughter of Tofcar is country fubjeft to Crothar, but which he

overheard by Offiaii lamentinji the death held of Arthor Artho, who was, at the

ofOfcar her lover. Offian, to divert her time, fupreme king of Ireland,

grief, relates his own afiions in an ex, edi- Crothar being, on account of his age

tion which he undertook, at Fingal's com- and blindnefs, unfit for a£tion, fent for

mand, to aid Crothar the petty king of aid to Fingal king of Scotland ; who
Croma, a country in Ireland, againft Roth- ordered hi5 fon Oflian to the relief of

mar who invaded his dominions. The Crothar. But before his arrival Fovar-

ftory is delivered down thus in tradition, gormo, the fon of Crothar, attacking Roth-

Crotbarking of Croma being blind with mar, w^is flain hiinfclf, and his forces to-

age, and his fon too young for the field, tally defeated. Offian renewed the war
;

Rothmar the chief of Tromlo refolved to came to battle, killed Rothmar, and rout-

avail himfelf of the opportunity offered of ed his army. Croma being thus delivered

annexing the dominions of Crothar to his of its enemies, OlTian returned to Scot-

own, He accordingly marthed into the land.

K k Bar
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But thou dwelleft in the foul of Malvina, fon of mighty OiTlan.

My fighs arife with the beam of the call: ; my tears defcend with

the drops of night. I was a lovely tree, in thy prefence, Ofcar>

with all my branches round me; but thy death came like a blaft

from the defart, and laid my green head low ; the fpring returned

with its fliowers, but no leaf of mine arofe. The virgins faw me

filent in the hall, and they touched the harp of joy. The tear was

on the cheek of Malvina : the virgins beheld me in my grief. Why
art thou fnd, they faid ; thou firft of tlie maids of Lutha r Was he

lovely as the beam of the morning, and ilately in thy fight ?

Pleasant is thy fong in Oflian's ear, daughter of ftreamy Lu-

tha ! Thou haft heard the mufic of departed bards in the dream of

thy reft, when fleep fell on thine eyes, at the murmur of Moruth *.

When, thou didft return from the chace, in the day of the fun, thou

haft heard the mufic of the bards, and thy fong is lovely. It is

lovely, O Malvina, but it melts the foul. There is a joy in grief

when peace dwells in the breaft of the fad. But forrow waftes the

mournful, O daughter of Tofcar, and their days are few. They

fall away, like the flower on which the fun looks in his ftrength

after the mildew has pafled over it, and its head is heavy with the

drops of night. Attend to the tale of Offian, O maid ; he remem-

bers the days of his youth.

The king commanded; I raifed my fails, and rufhed Into the

bay ofCroma; into Croma's founding bay in lovely Inisfail
-f. High

on the coaft arofe the towers of Crothar king of fpears ; Crothar

renowned in the battles of his youth ; but age dwelt then around

the chief. Rothmar raifed the fword againft the hero ; and the

• Mor'-ruth, greatJiream. t Ini'fail, one of the ancient names of Ireland.

2. wrath
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wrath of Fingal burned. He fent OfTiaii to meet Rothmar in battle,

for the chief of Croma was the companion of his youth.

I SENT the bard before me with fongs ; I came into the hall

of Crothar. There fat the hero amidit the arms of his fathers, but

his eyes had failed. His gray locks waved around a ftaff, on which

the warrior leaned. He hummed the fong of other times, when

the found ot anr arms reached his ears. Crothar rofe, ftretched his

aged hand and biciTed the fon of Fingal.

OssiAN ! (aid the hero, the ftrength of Crothar's arm has failed.

O could I lift the fword, as on the day that Fingal fought at Stru-

tha ! He was the firft of mortal men ; but Crothar had alfo his

fame. The king of Morven prailed me, and he placed on my arm

the bofly fliield of Calthar, whom the hero had ilain in war. Doft

thou not behold it on the wall, for Crothar's eyes have failed ? Is thy

flrength, like thy fathers, Offian .? let the aged feel thine arm.

I GAVE my arm to the king ; he feels it with his aged hands. The

iigh rofe in his breaft, and his tears defcended. Thou art ftrong,

my fon, he faid, but not like the king of Morven. But who is like

the hero among the mighty in war ! Let the feaft of my halls be

fpread ; and let my bards raife the fong. Great is he that is within

my walls, fons of ecchoing Croma !

The feaft is fpread. The harp is heard j and joy is in the hall.

But it was joy covering a figh, that darkly dwelt in every breaft. It

was like the faint beam of the moon fpread on a cloud in heaven.

At length the mufic ceafed, and the aged king of Croma fpoke

;

he fpokc without a tear, but the figh fwelled in the midft of his

voice.

K k 2 Son-
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Son ofFiagal! doll thou not behold the darknefs of Crothar's

hall of fliells ? My foal was not dark at the feaft, when my people

lived. I rejoiced in the prefence of ftrangers, when my fon fhone

in the hall. But, Offian, he i& a beam that is. departed, and left no

ftreak of light behind. He is fallen, fon of Fingal, in the battles

of his father. Rothmar the chief of gralfy Tromlo heard that

my eyes had failed ; he heard that my arms were fixed in the hall,

and the pride of his foul arofe. He came towards Croma; my people

fell before him. I took my arms in the hall, but what could fight-

lefs Crothar do? My fleps were unequal; my grief was great. I

wifhed for the days that were paft. Days ! wherein I fought ; and

won in the field of blood. My fon returned from the chace ; the

fair-haired Fovar-gormo *. He had not lifted his fword in battle,

for his arm was young. But the foul of the youth was great -, the

fire of valour burnt in his eyes. He faw the difordered fteps of his

father, and his figh arofe. King of Croma, he faid, is it becaufe thou

haft no fon ; is it for the weaknefs of Fovar-gormo's arm that thy

fighs arife ? I begin, my father, to feel the fcrength of my arm ; I

have drawn the fword of my youth ; and I have bent the bow. Let

me meet this Rothmar, with the youths of Croma : let me meet

him, O my father; for I feel my burning foul.

And thou flialt meet him, I laid, fon of the fightlefs Crothar 1

But let others advance before thee, that I may hear the tread of thy feet

at thy return ; for my eyes behold thee net, fair-haired Fovar-gormo !

He went, he met the foe ; he fell. The foe advances towards

Croma. He who flew my fon is near, with all his pointed fpears.

It is not time to fill the fliell, I replied, and took my fpear. My
people faw the fire of my eyes^ and they rofe around. All night we

* Faobhar-gorm, the blue point cfjhel-

flrode
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ftrode along tTie heath. Gray morning roie in the ealT:. A green

narrow vale appeared before us ; nor did it want its blue flream.

The dark hoft of Rothmar are on its banks, with all their glittei-ing

arms. We fought along the vale ; they fled ; Rothmar funk be-

neath my fword. Day had not defcended in the well: when I brought

his arms to Crothar. The aged hero felt them with his hands ; and

joy brightened in his foul.

The people gather to the halli the fliells of the feaft are heard.

Ten harps are ftrung ; five bards advance, and fing, by turns *, the

praife of Offian ; they poured forth their burning fouls, and the

harp anfvvered to their voice. The joy of Croma was great : for

peace returned to the land. The night came on with filence, and

the morning returned with joy. No foe came in darknefs, with

his

* Thofe extempore compofitions were

in great repute among fucceeding bards.

The pieces extant of that kind fliew more

of the good ear, than of the poetical genius

of their authors. The trandator has only

met with one poem of this fort, which he

thinks worthy of being preferved. It is

a thoufand years later than Offian, but the

authors feem to have obferved his manner,

and adopted fome of his expreffions. The
flory ofitisthis. Five bards, paffing the

night in the houfe of a chief, who was a

poet himfelf, went feverally to make their

cbfervations on, and returned with an

extempore defcription of, night. The
night happened to be one in 0£tober, as

appears from the poem, and in the north

of Scotland, it has all that variety which

tlie bards afcribe to it, in their defcriptions.

First Bard.

-ryrlG HT is dull and dark. Tlie clouds

reft on the hills. No ftar with green

trembling beam ; no moon looks from the

fky. I hear the blaft in the wood ; but I

hear it diftant far. The ftream of the valley

murmurs ; but its murmur is fulien and

f.;d. From the tree at the grave of the

dead the long-howling owl is heard. I fee

a dim form on the plain !—It is a ghoft !

—it fades— it flies. Some funeral fhall pafs

this way: the meteor marks the path.

The diftant dog is howling from the hut

of the hill. The ftag lies on the mountain

mofs : the hind is at his fide. She hears

the wind in his branchy horns. She ftarts,

but lies again.

The roe is in the cleft of the rock ; the

heath-cock's head is beneath his wing. No

I beafl-,
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his glittering fpear

Rothmar fell.

C R O M A:

The joy of Croma was great ; for the gloomy

I RAISED my voice for Fovar-gormo, when they laid the chief in

earth. The aged Crothar was there, but his figh was not heard.

He fearched for the wound of his fon, and found it in his breall. Joy

rofe in the face of the aged. He came and fpoke to Offian.

beaft, no bird is abroad, but the owl and

the howling fox. She on a leaflefs tree :

he in a cloud on the hill.

Dark, panting, trembling, fad the tra-

veller has loft his way. Through ftirubs,

through thorns, he goes, along the gur-

gling rill. He fears the rock and the fen.

He fears the ghoft of night. The old tree

groans to the blaft ; the falling branch re-

founds. The wind drives the withered

burs, clung together, along the grafs. It

is the light tread of a ghoft !—He trembles

amidft the night.

Dark, duflcy, howling is night, cloudy,

windy, and full of ghofts ! The dead are

abroad ! my friends, receive me from the

night.

Second Bard.

The wind is up. The fhower defcends.

The fpiritof the mountain fhrieks. Woods

fall from high. Windows flap. The grow-

ing river roars. The traveller attempts

the ford. Hark that fhriek ! he dies:—
The ftorm drives the horfe from the hill,

the goat, the lowing cow. They tremble

as drives the fhower, befide the moulder-

in<i bank.

King

The hunter ftarts from fleep, in his

lonely hut; he wakes the fire decayed. His

wet dogs fmoke around him. He fills the

chinks with heath. Loud roar two moun-

tain ftreams which meet befide his booth.

Sad on the fide of a hill the wandering

fliepherd fits. The tree refounds above

him. The ftream roars down the rock. He

waits for the rifing moon to guide him to

his home.

Ghofts ride on the ftorm to-night. Sweet

is their voice between the fqualls of wind,

Their fongs are of other worlds.

The rain is paft. The dry wind blows.

Streams roar, arid windows flap. Cold

drops fall from the roof. I fee the ftarry

fky. But the fliower gathers again. The

weft is gloomy and dark. Night is fiormy

and difmal ; receive me, my friends, from

night.

Third B.^rd.

The wind fti 1 founds between the hills :

and whiftles througli the grafs of the rock.

The firs fall from their place. The turfy

hut is torn. The clouds, divided, fly over

the fky, and Oiew the burning ftars. The

meteor, token of death I flies fparkling

through
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King of Ipears ! he laid, my fon has not HiUeii without his fame.

The young warrior did not fly ; but met death, as he went forward

in his llrength. Happy are they who die in youth, when their re-

nown is heard ! The feeble will not behold them in the hall; or

fmiic at their trembling hands. Their memory (hall be honour-

ed in the fong ; the young tear of the virgin falls. But the aged

wither

through the gloom. It refts on the hill. I rebuilds the fhocics, and whirtles on the

fee the withered fern, the dark-browed diftant field.

rock, the fallen oak. Who is that in his Calm, fettled, fair is night!—Who
flirowd beneath the tree, by the ftream ? comes from the place of the dead .' That

The waves dark-tumble on the lake, form with the robe of fnow ; white arms

and lafti its rocky fiJis. The boat is brim- and dark- brown hair ! It is the daughter of

full in the cove ; the oars on the rocking the chief of the people j fhe that lately fell

!

tide. A maid lits fad befide the rock, and Come, let us view thee, O maid ! thou

eyes the rolling Oream. Her lover pro- that haft been the delight of heroes ! The
mifed to come. She faw his boat, when blaft drives the phantom away; white,

yet it was light, on the lake. Is this his without form, it afcends the hill.

broken boat on the fhore ? Are thefe his The breezes drive the blue mift, flowly

groans on the wind ? over the narrow vale. It rifes on the hill,

Hark ! the hail rattles around. The and joins its head to heaven.—Night is

flaky fnow defcends. The tops of the hills fettled, calm, blue, ftarry, bright with the

are white The flormy winds abate. Va- moon. Receive me not, my friends, for

rious is the night and cold; receive me, my lovely is the night.

friends, fron; night.
Fifth Bard.

Fourth Bard. Night is calm, but dreary. The moon is

Night is calm and fair; blue, ftarry, '" 2 cloud in the weft. Slow moves that

fettled is night. The winds, with the P^'^ ''^^m along the fliaded hill. The di-

clouds, are gone. They fink behind the ftant wave is heard. The torrent murmurs

hill. 1 he moon is up on the mountain, on the rock. The cock is heard from the

Trees glifter: ftreams fhine on the rock, booth. More than half the night is paft.

Bright rolls the fettled lake; bright the The houfe-wife, groping in the gloom, re-

flream of the vale. kindles the fettled fire. The hunter thinks

I fee the trees overturned ; the ftocks that day approaches, and calls his bound-
ti corn on the plain. The wakeful hind ing dogs. He afcends the hill and whiftles.
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wither away, by degrees, and the fame of their youth begins to be

forgot. They fall in fecret j the figh of their fonis not heard. Joy

is around their tomb ; and the ftone of their fame is placed with-

out a tear. Happy are they who die in youth, when their renown

is around them !

on his way. A blaft removes the cloud.

He fees the ftarry plough of the north.

Much of the night is to pafs. He nods

by the mofly rock.

Hark ! the whirlwind is in the wood ! A
low murmur in the vale ! It is the mighty

army of the dead returning from the air.

The moon refts behind the hill. The

beam is ftill on that lofry rock. Long are

the (hadows of the trees. Now it is dark

over all. Night is dreary, filent, and dark
;

receive me, my friends, from night.

The Chief.

Let clouds reft on the hills : fpirits fly

and travellers fear. Let the winds of the

woods arife, the founding ftorms defcend.

Roar ftreams and windows flap, and green

winged meteors fly ; rife the pale moon

from behind her hills, or inckfe her head

in clouds ; night is alike to me, blue, ftor-

my, or gloomy the fky. Night flies before

the beam, when it is poured on the hill.

The young day returns from his clouds but

we return no more.

Where are our chiefs of old ? Where our

kings of mighty name ? The fields of their

battles are filent. Scarce their mofTy tombs

remain. We fhal! alfo be forgot. This lofty

houfe fhall fall. Our fons (hall n-t behold

the ruins in grafs. They (hall a(k of the aged,

" \Vhere flood the walls of our fathers r"

R..ife the fong, and ftrike the harp ; fend

round the (hells of joy. Sufpend a hundred

tapers on high. Youths and maids begin

the dance. Let fome gray bard be near me

to tell the deeds of other times; of kin^s

renowned in our land, of chiefs we behold

no more. Thus let the night pafs until

morning (hall appear in our halls. Then

let the bow be at hand, the do;s, the

youths of the chace. We fhall afcend the

hill vvith day ; and awake the deer.

BERR ATHON:
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BEND thy blue courfe, O ftream, round the narrow plain of

Lufha -j-. Let the green woods hang over it from their moun-

tains : and the fun look on it at noon. The thiftle is there on its

rock, and (hakes its beard to the wind. The flower hangs its heavy-

head, waving, at times, to the gale. Why doft thou awake me, O gale,

it feems to fay, I am covered with the drops of heaven ? The time

of

* This poem is reputed to have been

compofed by Offian, a little time before his

death ; and confequently it is known in

tradition by no other name than Ojjians

lajl h)mn. The trandator has taken the

liberty to call it Berrathon, from the epifode

concerning the re-efiablifliment of Larth-

mor king of that ifland, after he had been

dethroned by his own fon Uthal. Fingal

in his voyage to Lochlin [ Fing. B. III.
]

whither he had been invited by Starno the

Father of Agandecca, fo often mentioned in

OiTian's poems, touched at Berrathon, an

ifland of Scandinavia, where he was kindly

entertained by Larthmor the petty king of

the place, who v/as a vaflal of the fupreme

kings of Lochlin. The hofpitality of Larth-

mor gained him Fingal's friendfhip, which

L

that'hero manifefted, afterthe imprifonment

of Larthmor by his own fon, by fending

Oflian and Tofcar, the father of Malvina fo

often mentioned, to refcue Larthmor, and

to puniQi the unnatural behaviour of Uthal,

Uthal was handfome to a proverb, and

confequently much admired by the ladies.

Nina-thoma the beautiful daughter of Tor-

thoma, a neighbouring prince, fell in love

and fled with him. He proved unconflant

;

for another lady, whofe name is not men-

tioned, gaining his afFedions, he confined

Nina-thoma to a defart ifland near the coaft

of Berrathon. She was relieved by Oflian,

who, in company with Tofcar, landing

en Berrathon, defeated the forces of Uthal,

and killed him in a fingle combat. Nina-

thoma, whofe love not all the bad behaviour

1 of
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of my fading Is near, and the blaft that fliall fcatter my leaves. To-

morrow fhall the traveller come, he that favv me in my beauty fliall

come ; his eyes will fearch the field, but they will not find me ?

—

So fliall they fearch in vain, for the voice of Cona, after it has failed

in the field. The hunter fliall come forth in the morning, and the

voice of my harp fliall not be heard. " Where is the fon of car-

borne Fingal ?" The tear will be on his cheek.

Then come thou, O Malvina :[, with all thy mufic, come; lay

Offian in the plain of Lutha : let his tomb rife in the lovely field.

—

Malvina ! where art thou, with thy fongs : with the foft found of

thy fl:eps ?—Son
||
of Alpin art thou near ? where is the daughter

of Tofcar ?

I PASSED, O fon of Fingal, by Tar-lutha's moffy walls. The

fmoke of the hall was ceafed : filence was among the trees of the

ofUthal could erafe, hearingof his djath,

died of grief. In the mean time Larthmor

is reftored, and Offian and Tofcar returned

in triumph to Fingal.

The prefent poem'opens with an elegy

on the death of Malvina the daughter of

Tofcar, and clofes with prefages of the

poet's death. It is almoft altogether in a

lyric meafure, and has that melancholy air

which diftinguiflies the remains of the

works of Offian. If ever he compofed any

thing of a merry turn it is long fince loft.

The ferious and melancholy make the moft

lafting impreffions on the human mind,

and bid faireft for being tranfmitted from

generation to generation by tradition. Nor

is it probable that Offian dealt much in

chearful compofition. Melancholy is fo

Kiuch the companion of a great genius.

that it is difficult to fcparate the idea of

levity from cheaifulnefs, which is fome-

times the mark of an amiable difpofition,

but never the charaiTleriftic of ele^ated

parts.

f Lutha, fu:\ftf.ream. It is impoffible,

at this diftance of time, to afcertain where

the fcene here defcribed lies. Tradition

is filent on that head, and there is nothing

in the poem from which a conjeclure can

be drawn.

% Mai mhina, fofi or hve'y brow. Mh
in the Galic langu.ige has the fame found

with V in Engliili.

II

Tradition has not handed down the

name of this fon cf Alpin. His father was

one of Fin^al's principal bards, and he

appears hiiiifelf to have had a poetical ge-

nius.

hill.
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liili. The voice of the chace was over. I faw the daughters of the

bo\v, I afked about Malvina, but they anfwered not. They turned

their faces away : thin darknefs covered their beauty. They were

like fiars, on a rainy hill, by night, each looking faintly through

her mift.

Pleasant * be thy reft, O lovely beam ! foon haft thou fet on

our hills ! The fteps of thy departure were ftately, like the moon on

the blue, trembling wave. But thou haft left us in darknefs, firft

of the maids of Lutha! We fit, at the rock, and there is no voice;

no light but the meteor of fire ! Soon haft thou fet, Malvina, daugh-

ter of generous Tofcar

!

But thou rifeft like the beam of the eaft, among the fpirits of

thy f"riends, where they fit in their ftormy halls, the chambers of the

thunder. A cloud hovers over Cona : its blue curling fides are

high. The winds are beneath it, with their wings ; within it is

the dwelling
-f-

of Fingal. There the hero fits in darknefs ; his airy

fpear is in his hand. His fliield half covered with clouds, is like

the darkened moon ; when one half ftill remains in the wave, and

the other looks fickly on the field.

His friends fit around the king, on mift; and hear the fongs of

Ullin : he ftrikes the half-viewlefs harp ; and raifes the feeble voice.

The lefter heroes, with a thoufand meteors, light the airy hall.

* Offian fpeaks. He calls Malvina a to purfue, after death, the pleafures and

beam of light, and continues the metaphor employments of their former life. The
throughout the paragraph. fituatioh of Offiah's heroes, in their fepa-

f The defcription of this ideal palace of rate ftate, if not entirely happy, is more

Fir^al is very poetical, and agreeable to agreeable, than the notions of the antient

the notions of thofe times, concerning the Greeks concerning tl.eir departed heroes.

Aate of the deceafed, who were fuppofcd See Horn. Odyff. 1. 11.

L 1 2 Malvina
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:

Malvina rifes, in the midft ; a blufli Is on her cheek. She beholcfs

the unknown faces of her father", and turns afide her humid eyes.

Art thou come fo foon, faid Fingal, daughter of generous Tof-

car ? Sadnefs dwells in the halls of Lutha. My aged fon * is fad. I

hear the breeze of Cona, that was wont to lift thy heavy locks. It

comes to the hall, but thou art not there ; its voice is mournful

among the arms of thv fathers. Go with thy ruftling wing, O
breeze ! and figh on Malvina's tomb. It rifes yonder beneath the

rock, at the blue ftream of Lutha. The maids
-f-

are departed to

their place ; and thou alone, O breeze, mourned: there.

But who comes from tlie dufky wefc, fupported on a cloud ? A
faiile is on his gray, watry face ; his locks of mift fly on the wind :

he bends forward on his airy fpear : it is thy father, Malvina ! Why
fiiineft thou, fo foon, on our clouds, he fiys, O lovely light of Lu-

tha !—But thou wert fad, my daughter, for thy friends were paffed

away. The fons of little men J were in the hall ; and none remained

of the heroes, but Offian king of fpears.

And doll: thou remember Offian, car-borne Tofcar
j|
fon of Con-

loch ? The battles of our youth were many; our fwords went to-

gether to the field. Thev faw us coming like two falling rocks

;

*Oflian; who had a great . friendihip the north, immeJip.u'y after the death of

for Malvina, both on account of her love Fingal and all hs heroes ; but it appears

for his fon ORar, and her attention to his from that ttMi of ignominy juft mentioned,

own poems. that tlie aflions of their fuccefTors were

t That i?, the young virgins who fung not to be compared to thofe of the renown-

the funeral elegy over her tomb. ed Fmgalians.

% Offi. n, by vi'ay of dlfrefpea, calls thofe, ||
Tofcar was the fon of that Con!och»

who fucceeded the heroes vvhofe actions he who was alfo father to the lady, whole un-

celcbnics, the /oris of liti/i men. Tradition fortunate de.t;h is related in the \a& e;i-

is entirely filcnt concerning what palled ia fode of the fecond book of Fingal.

T, and
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and the fons of the ftranger fled. There come the warriors of Co-

na, they laid ; their fteps are in the paths of the vanquiflied.

Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the fong of the aged. The adions

of other times are in my foul : my memory beams on the days that

are paft. On the days of the mighty Tofcar, when our path was in

the deep. Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the laft found * of the voice

of Cona.

The king of Morven commanded, and I raifed my fails to the

wind. Tofcar chief of Lutha flood at my fide, as I rofe on the

dark-blue wave. Our courfe was to fea-furrounded Berrathon
-f,

the ifle of many ftorms. There dwelt, with his locks of age, the

/lately flrengtli of Larthmor. Larthmor who fpread the feafl of

fliells to Comhal's mighty fon, when he went to Starno's halls, in

the days of Agandecca. But when the chief was old, the pride of

his fon arofe, the pride of fair-haired Uthal, the love of a thoufand

maids. He bound the aged Larthmor, and dwelt in his founding

haUs.

Long pined the king in his cave, befide his rolling fea. Day did

not come to his dwelling ; nor the burning oak by night. But the

wind of ocean was there, and the parting beam of the moon. The

red ftar looked on the king, when it trembled on the weflern wave.

Snitho came to Selma's hall : Snitho companion of Larthmor 's

youth. He told of the king of Berrathon : the wrath of Fingal

rofe. Thrice he aflumed the fpear, refolved to ftretch his hand to

* OlTian feems to intimate by this ex- f Barrathon, a promontory in the midji

preflion, that this poem was the laft of his cf vjavn. The poet gives it the epithet of

compofition ; fo that there is fome found a- fea-furrounded, to prevent its being taken

tion for the tr4ditional title of the !aji hymn for 3 peninfula in the literal fcnfe.

tfOJian.

Uthal.
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Uthal. But the memory * of his actions rofe before the king, and

he fent his fon and Tofcar. Our joy was great on the rolhng fea j

and we often half-unflieathed our fwords f. For never before had

we fought alone, in the battles of the fpear. Night came down on

the ocean ; the winds departed on their wings. Cold and pale is

the moon. The red ftars lift their heads. Our courfe is flow

along the coaft of Berrathon j the white waves tumble on the rocks.

What voice is tliat, faid Tofcar, which comes between the

founds of the waves ? It is foft but mournful, like the voice of de-

parted bards. But I behold the maid ij:, flie fits on the rock alone.

Her head bends on her arm of fnow ; her dark hair is in the wind.

Hear, fon of Fingal, her fong, it is fmooth as the gliding waters of

Lavath,—We cam.e to the filent bay, and heard the maid of night.

How lono- will ye roll around me, blue-tumbling waters of ocean ?

My dwelling was not always in caves, nor beneath the whiftling

tree. The feafl was fpread in Torthoma's hall j my father delight-

ed in mv voice. The youths beheld me in the fteps of my loveli-

nefs, and they blelTed the dark-haired Nina-thoma. It was then

thou didll come, O Uthal ! like the fun of heaven. The fouls of

* The meaning of the poet is, that Fin- remarkable ; and his humanity to Nina-

gal remembered his own great aciions, thoma would grace a hero of our own po-

and confequfntly would not fully them by lifhed age. Though Oflian pafles over

ensat^ini^ in a petty war againft Uthal, his own a£lions in filence, or flightly men-

who was fo far his inferior in valour and tions them ; tradition has done ample ju-

^^,g^_
ftice to his martial fame, and perhaps has

+ The impatience of a young warrior, exag^eraied the actions oi the poet beyond

goins on their firft expedition, is well 'he bounds ofcredibility.

marked by their hali-drawing thiir fw<;rds. X Nina-thoma the daughter of Tor-

The modeftv of Oflian, in his narration of th6;na, wh.. bad been confined to a defart

a flory which does him fo much honour, is idand by her lover Uthal.

the
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the virgins are thine, fon of generous Larthmor ! But why doft thou

leave me alone in the midft of roaring waters. Was my foul dark

with thy death ? Did my white hand lift the fword ? Why then

haft thou left me alone, king of high Finthormo * [

The tear ftarted from my eye, when I heard the voice of the maid.

I flood before Jier in my arms, and fpoke the words of peace.

Lovely dweller of the cave, what figh is in that breaft ? Shall Offian

lift his fword in thy prefence, the deftrudion of thy foes ?—Daugh-

ter of Torthoma, rife, I have heard the words of thy grief. The

race of Morven are around thee, who never injured the weak. Come

to our dark-bofomed fliip, thou brighter than that fetting moon.

Our courfe is to the rocky Berrathon, to the ecchoing walls of

Finthormo. She came in her beauty, £he came with all her

lovely fteps. Silent joy brightened in her face, as when the flia-

dows fly from the field of fpring ; the blue-ftream is rolling in

brightnefs, and the green bufh bends over its courfe.

The morning rofe with its beams. We came to Rothma's

bay. A boar rufhed from the wood j my fpear pierced his fide. I

rejoiced over the blood -f,
and forefaw m.y growing fame. But

now tlie found of Uthal's train came from the high Fin-thormo

;

they fpread over the heath to the chace of the boar. Himfelf comes

flowly on, in the pride of his ftrength. He lifts two pointed fpears.

On his fide is the hero's fword. Three youths carry his poliihed

* Finthormo, the palace of Uthal. The omen of his future fuccefs in that ifland,

names in this epifode are not of a Celtic The prefcnt highlantlers look, with a de-

ori^inal ; which mikes it probable that gree of fuperflition, upon the fuccefs of

Oflian founds his poem on a true ftory. their firft a£lion, after they have engaged

+ Oflian thought that his killing the boar, in any defperate undertaking.

en his firft landing in Berrathon, was a good

^ bows

:
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bows : the bounding of five dogs is before him. His herot' move

on, at a diftance, admiring the fteps of the king. Stately w.'as the

fon of Larthmor ! but his foul was dark. Dark as the troubled face

of the moon, when it foretels the ftorms.

We rofe on the heath before the king ; he ftopt in the midft of

his courfe. His heroes gathered around, and a gray-haired bard ad-

vanced. Whence are the fons of the ftran2;ers ! begun the ba;d of the

fong; the children of the unhappy come to Berrathon ; to t\ e fword

of car-borne Uthal. He fpreads no feafc in his hall : the blood of

ftrangers is on his flreams. If from Selma's walls ye come, from

the molTy walls of Fingal, chufe three youths to go to your king to

tell of the fall of his people. Perhaps the hero may come and

pour his blood on Uthal's fword ; fo fliall the fame of Finthormo

arife, like the growing tree of the vale.

Never will it rife, O bard, I faid in the pride of my wrath. He
would fhrink in the prefence of Fingal, whofe eyes are the flames

of death. The fon ofComhal comes, and the kings vanifh in his

prefence ; they are rolled together, like mift, by the breath of his

rage. Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people fell ? Yes !— they

may tell it, bard ! but his people lliall fall with fame.

I STOOD in the darknefs of my ftrength ; Tofcar drew his fword

at my fide. The foe came on like a ftream : the mingled found of

death arofe. Man took man, fliield met fliield; fteel mixed its beams

with fteel.—Darts hifs through air; fpears ring on mails; and

fwords on broken bucklers bound. As the noile of an aged grove

beneath the roaring wind, when a thoufand ghofts break the trees

by night, fuch was the din of arms. But Uthal fell beneath my
fword J and the fons of Berrathon fled.—It was then I faw him in

his
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his beauty, and the tear hung in my eye. Thou art fallen *, young

tree, I fiiid, with all thy beauty round thee. Thou art fallen on

thy plains, and the field is bare. The winds come from the defart,

and there is no found in thy leaves ! Lovely art thou in death, fon

of car-borne Larthmor.

NiNA-THOMA fat on the fhore, and heard the found of battle.

She turned her red eyes on Lethmal the gray-haired bard of Selma,

for he had remained on the coaft, with the daughter of Torthoma.

Son of the times of old ! fhe fuid, I hear the noife of death.

Thy friends have met with Uthal and the chief is low ! O that I

had remained on the rock, inclnfed with the tumbling waves ! Then

would my foul be fad, but his death would not reach my ear. Art

thou fallen on thy heath, O fon of high Finthormo! thou didft leave

me on a rock, but my foul was full of thee. Son of high Finthormo !

art thou fallen on thy heath ?

She rofe pale in her tears, and faw the bloody fliield of Uthal i

fhe faw it in OfTian's hand j her fteps were diftradled on the heath.

She flew; fhe found him; fhe fell. Her foul came forth in a figh.

Her hair is fpread on his face. My burfting tears defcend. A tomb

arofe on the unhappy ; and my fong was heard.

* To mourn over the fall of their enemies imitations of his beauties. Homer, it is

was a praftice univerfal among Ofliaii's probable, gave the manners of the times

heroes. This is more agreeable to huma- in which he vi'rote, not his own fenti-

nity, than the (hameful infulting of the ments : Offian al:b Teems to keep to the

dead, fo common in Homer, and after fentiments of his heroes. The reverence,

him, fervilely copied by all his imitators, which the moft barbarous highianders have

the humane Virgil not excepted, who have fliU for the remains of the deccafed, feems

been more fuccefsful in borrowing the im- to have defcended to them from their moft

perfeflions of that great poet, than in their remote anceftors,

M m Rest,
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REST,haplels children of youth! and the noife of that moffy ftream.

The virgins will fee your tomb, at the chace, and turn away their

weeping eyes. Your fame will be in the fong ; the voice of the

harp will be heard in your praife. The daughters of Selma fhall

hear it ; and your renown fliall be in other lands.—Reft, children

of ycuth, at the noife of the mofly ftream.

Tv/o days we remained on the coaft. The heroes of Berrathon

convened. We brought Larthmor to his halls ; the feaft of fliells

is fpread.—The joy of the aged was great ; he looked to the arms

of his fathers ; the arms which he left in his hall, when the pride

of Uthal arofe We were renowned before Larthmor, and he

bleffedthe chiefs ofMorven; but he knew not that his fon was low,

the ftately ftrength of Uthal. They had told, that he had retired to

the woods, with the tears of grief ; they had told it, but he was

dentin the tomb of Rothma's heath.

On the fourth day we raifed our fails to the roar of the northern

wind. Larthmor came to the coaft, and his bards raifed the fong.

The joy of the king was great, he looked to Rothma's gloomy

heath ; he faw the tomb of his fon ; and the memory of Uthal rofe.

Who of my heroes, he faid, lies there : he feems to have been

of the kings of fpears ? Was he renowned in my halls, before the

pride of Uthal rofe ?

Ye are filent, ye fons of Berrathon, is the king of heroes low ?

—

My heart melts for thee, O Uthal ; though thy hand was againft

thy father. O that I had remained in the cave ! tliat my fon

had dwelt in Finthormo ! 1 might have heard the tread of his

feet, when he \vent to the chace of the boar.—I might have heard

I his
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his voice on the blafl: of my cave. Then would my foul be glad :

but now darknefs dwells in my halls.

Such were my deeds, fon of Alpin, when the arm of my youth

was ftrong ; fuch were * the actions of Tofcar, the car-borne fon of

Conloch. But Tofcar is on his flying cloud ; and I am alone at Lutha :

my voice is like the laft found of the wind, when it forfakes the

woods. But OfTian fliall not be long alone, he fees the mift that

ihall receive his ghoft. He beholds the mift that fliall form his

robe, when he appears on his hills. The fons of little men fhall

behold me, and admire the ftature of the chiefs of old. They fliall

creep to their caves, and look to the fky with fear ; for my fleps

fhall be in the clouds, and darknefs fhall roll on my fide.

Lead, fon of Alpin, lead the aged to his woods. The winds

begin to rife. The dark wave of the lake refounds. Bends there

not a tree from Mora with its branches bare ? It bends, fon of

Alpin, in the rullling blaft. My harp hangs on a blafted branch.

The found of its ftrings is mournful. Does the wind touch thee,

O harp, or is it fome pafTing ghoft ! It is the hand of Malvina

!

but bring me the harp, fon of Alpin ; another fong fhall rife. My
foul fhall depart in the found ; my fathers fliall hear it in their airy

hall.—Their dim faces ftiall hang, with joy, from their clouds;

and their hands receive their fon.

f The aged oak bends over the ftream. It fighs with all its mofs.

The withered fern whiftles near, and mixes, as it waves, with
Oflian's hair. Strike the harp and raife the fong : be near, with

* Offian fpeaks. his poems.—It is fet to mufic, and flill

+ Here begins the lyric piece, with fung in the north, with a great deal of

which, tradition fays, O.Tian concluded viid fimplicity, but little variety of found.

Mm 2 all
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all vour 'wlngs, ye winds. Bear the mournful found away to Flngal's

airy hall. Bear it to Fingal's hall, that he may hear the voice of

his fon ; the voice of him that praiied the mighty.—The blafl: of

nortli opens thy gates, O king, and I behold thee litting on mift,

dimly gleaming in all thine arms. Thy form now is not the terror

of the valiant : but like a watery cloud ; when we fee the ftars be-

hind- it with their weeping eyes. Thy fhield is like the aged moon :

thy fword a vapour half-kindled with lire. Dim and feeble is the

chief, who travelled in brightnefs before.

—

But thy fteps
-f-

are on the winds of the deiart, and the ftorms

darken in thy hand. Thou takefl the fun in thy wrath, and hidefc

him in thy clouds. The fons of little men are afraid; and a thou-

fand fhowers defcend.

—

But when thou comefl forth in thy mildnefs j the gale of the

morning is near thy courfe. The fun laughs in his blue fields; and

the gray ftream winds in its valley. The buflies fliake their green

heads in the wind. The roes bound towards the defart.

+ This magnificent defcription of the It was the immoderate praife beflowed

power of Fingal over the winds and by the poets on their departed friends, that

ftorms, and tke image of his taking the gave the firft hint to fuperftition to deify

fun, and hiding him in the clouds, do not the deceafed heroes ; and thofe new divi-

correfpond with the preceding paragraph, nicies owed all their attributes to the fancy

where he is reprefented as a feeble ghoft, of the bard who fung their elegies.

and no more the terror of the va- We do not find, that the praifes of Fin-

iiANT ; but it agrees with the notion of gal had this effe<2 upon his countrymen

;

the times concerning the fouls of the de- but that is to be imputed to the idea thejr.

ceafed, who, it was fuppofed, had the had of power, which they always con-

command of the winds and fiorms, but nedted with bodily ftrength and perfonal.

•.ook no concern in the affairs of men. valour, both which were diflblved by death.

>> But
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But there is a murmur in the heath ! the ftormy winds abate !

I hear the voice of Fingal. Long has it been abfent from mine

ear! Come, Offian, come away, he fays: Fingal has received

his fame. We palled away, Hke flames that had ilione for a {ezCon,

our departure was in renown. Though the plains of our battles are

dark and lilent ; our fame is in the four gray ftones. The voice of

Offian has been heard ; and the harp was flrung in Selma.—Come
Ofliaa, come away, he fays, and fly with thy fathers on clouds.

Akd come I will, thou king of men! the life of Offian fails.

I begin to vanifh on Cona; and my fleps are not fecn in Selma.

Befide the ilone of Mora I fliall fall afleep. The winds whiftling in

my grey hair, fliall not waken me. Depart on thy wings, O
wind : thou canft: not difturb the reft of the bard. The night is

long, but his eyes are heavy ; depart, thou ruflling blall:.

But why art thou fad, fon of Fingal ? Why grows the cloud of

thy foul ? The chiefs of other times are departed ; they have gone

without their fame. The fons of future years fhall pais away j and

another race arife. The people are like the waves of ocean : like

tlie leaves ;{: of woody Morven, they pafs away in the ruflling blaft,

and other leaves lift their green heads.

—

Did

% The fame thought may be found al- beautiful image of the wind ftrewing the

moft in the fame words, in Homer, vi. 46. withered leaves on the ground.

r^'> .,, ^ J > ' ? Like leaves on trees the race of men are
Odi Tnp(pi\Xuv ysntr,, rcwi xxi scvdpuv.

^, / > » . » / ,/
found,

«>uAX« TaMEU T avfMo? vauadif y{£(, aAXas ^. . , .,,.
^ (, ,„

' '^ 'v Now green in youth, now with ring on the

h> V , ,
ground ;

TnXf9o«(r« ?vi. f«po5 Siw.y^yuTx, cl^p-.. ^^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^ following fpring fupplies ;

Mr. Pope falls fhort of his original ; in They fall fucceffive, and fucceflive rife,

particular he has omitted altogether the Pope.

Rynoi
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Did thy beauty lall, O Ryno * ? Stood the ftrength of car-borne

Ofcar ? Fingal himfelf paffed away ; and the halls of his fathers

forgot his fteps. And flialt thou remain, aged bard ! when the

mighty have failed ? But my fame fliall remain, and grow like

the oak of Morven ; which lifts its broad head to the ftorm, and

rejoices in the courfe of the wind.

* Ryno, the fon of Fingal, who was kill- long mix with your fiream ; for I muft

ed in Ireland, in the war againft Swaran, Heep with Ryno.

[Fing. b. 5.] was remarkable for the beau-

ty of his perfon, his fwiftnefs and great

exploits. Minvane, the daughter of Mor-

ni, and fifter to Gaul {o often mentioned

in Oflian's compofitions, was in love with

Rviio.—Her lamentation over her lover is

1 fee thee not with beauty's fleps return-

ing from the chace.—The night is round

Minvane's love ; and filence dwells with

Ryno.

Where are thy dogs, and where thy

bow ? Thy fliield that was fo ftrong ?

introduced as an epifode in one of Offian's ^^y fvvord like heaven's defcending f^re ?

great poems. The lamentation is the only
The bloody fpear of Ryno ?

part of the poem now extant, and as it ^ ^'^ '^^"^ "^'"^'^ '" "^y^^'P; ^ ^^ them

has fome poetical merit, I have fubjoined
^^'"^'^ "'''^ blood.-No arms are in thy

it to this note. The poet reprefents Min- ""^°^ 1^^"^ ^ darkly-dwelling Ryno!

r c r .u If When will the mornino; come, and fav,
vane as feemg, from one of the rocks of .

o ' />

arife, thou king of fpears ! arife, the hun-

ters are abroad. The hinds are near thee,

Ryno !

Away, thou fair-haired morning, away!

the {lumbering k.ng heas'thee not ! The
hinds bound over his narrow tomb j for

death dwells round young Ryno.

But I will tread foftly, my king ! and

fleal to the bed of thy repofe. Minvane

will lie in filence, near her flumberiiip-

Ryno.

The maids fliall feck me ; but they fliall

Morven, the fleet of Fingal returning fiom

Ireland.

CHE blufhing fad, from Morven's rocks,

bends over the daikly-rolling fea. She

faw the youths in all their arms.—Where,

Ryno, where art thou i"

Our dark looks told that he was low !

—That pale the hero flew on clouds I

That in the grafs of Morven's hills, his

feeble voice was heard in wind !

And is thi fon of Fingal fallen, on Ul-

lin's mofly plains ? Strong was the arm that not find me : they fhall follow my depar-

conquered him !—Ah me ! I am alone. ture with fongs. But I will not hear

Alone I will not be, ye winds ! that lift you, O maids : I fleep with fair-haired

my dark-brown hair. My fighs will not Ryno.
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